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THE SENSITIVE PLANT. 
PABT I. 

A Sensitive Plant in a garden grew, 
And the young winds fed it with silver dew, 
And it opened its fan-like leaves to the light, 
And closed them beneath the kisses of night. 

And the Spring arose on the garden fair. 
And the Spirit of Love fell everywhere; 
And each flower and herb on Earth's dark breast 
Rose from the dreams of its wintry rest. 

But none ever trembled and panted with bliss 
In the garden, the field, or the wilderness, 
Like a doe in the noon-tide with love's sweet want, 
As the compauionless Sensitive Plant. 

The snowdrop, and then the violet, 
Arose from the ground with warm raia wet, 
And their breath was mixed with fresh odour, sent 
From the turf, like the voice and the instrument. 



4 TUB SENSITIVE PLANT. 

Then the pied wind-flowers and the tulip tall, 
And narcissi, the fairest among them all. 
Who gaze on their eyes in the stream's recess, 
Till they die of their own dear loveliness. 

And the Naiad-like lily of the vale, 
Whom youth makes so fair and passion so pale, 
That the light of its tremulous bells is seen 
Through their pavilions of tender green ; 

And the hyacinth purple, and white, and blue, 
Which flung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music so delicate, soft, and intense. 
It was felt like an odour within the sense ; 

And the rose like a nymph to the bath addrest. 
Which unveiled the depth of her glowing breast, 
Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare ; 

And the wand-like lily, which lifted up. 

As a Msenad, its moonlight-coloured cup, 

Till the fiery star, which is its eye, 

Gazed through the clear dew on the tender sky ; 

And the jessamine faint, and the sweet tube- 
rose, 
The sweetest flower for scent that blows ; 
And all rare blossoms from every clime 
Grew in that garden in perfect prime. 
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And on the stream whose inconstant bosom 
Was prankt, under boughs of embowering blossom, 
With golden and green light, slanting through 
Their heaven of many a tangled hue, 

Broad water-lilies lay tremulously, 
And starry river-buds glimmered by, [dance 

And around them the soft stream did glide and 
With a motion of sweet sound and radiance. 

And the sinuous paths of lawn and of moss, 
Which led through the garden along and across. 
Some open at once to the sun and the breeze. 
Some lost among bowers oi blossoming trees. 

Were all paved with daisies and delicate bells, 
As fair as the fabulous asphodels. 
And flowrets which drooping as day drooped too. 
Fell into pavilions, white, purple, and blue, 
To roof the glowworm from the evening dew. 

And from this undefiled Paradise 
The flowers (as an infant's awakening eyes 
Smile on its mother, whose singing sweet 
Can first lull, and at last must awaken it,) 

When Heaven's blithe winds had unfolded them. 
As mine-lamps enkindle a hidden gem, 
Shone smiling to Heaven, and every one 
Shared joy in the light of the gentle sun ; 
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For each one was interpenetrated 
With the light and the odour its neighbour shed, 
Like young lovers whom youth and love make dear. 
Wrapped and filled by their mutual atmosphere. 

But the Sensitive Plant, which could give small 

fruit 
Of the love which it felt from the leaf to the root, 
Received more than all, it loved more than ever. 
Where none wanted but it, could belong to the 

giver — 

For the Sensitive Plant has no bright flower ; 
Badiance and odour are not its dower ; 
It loves, even like Love, its deep heart is full, 
It desires what it has not, the beautiiiil I 

The light winds, which from unsustaining wings 
Shed the music of many murmurings ; 
The beams which dart from many a star 
Of the flowers whose hues they bear afar ; 

The plumed insects swift and free. 
Like golden boats on a sunny sea. 
Laden with light and odour, which pass 
Over the gleam of the living grass ; 

The unseen clouds of the dew, which lie 
Like fire in the flowers till the sun rides high. 
Then wander like spirits among the spheres. 
Each cloud &int with the fragrance, it bears ; 
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THE SENSITIVE PLANT. 7 

The quivering vapours of dim noontide, 
WMch, like a sea o'er the warm earth glide. 
In which every sound, and odour, and beam, 
Move, as reeds in a single stream ; 

Each and all like ministering angels were 
For the Sensitive Plant sweet joy to bear. 
Whilst the lagging hours of the day weiit by 
Like windless clouds o'er a tender sky. 

And when evening descended from heaven above. 
And the Earth was all rest, and the air was all love, 
And delight, though less bright, was far more deep. 
And the day's veil fell from the world of sleep. 

And the beasts, and the birds, and the insects 

were drowned 
In an ocean of dreams without a sound ; 
Whose waves never mark, though they ever impress 
The light sand which paves it, consciousness ; 

(Only overhead the sweet nightingale 
Ever sang more sweet as the day might fail, 
And snatches of its Elysian chant [Plant) 

Were mixed with the dreams of the Sensitive 

The Sensitive Plant was the earliest 
Up-gathered into the bosom of rest ; 
A sweet child weary of its delight, 
The feeblest and yet the favourite, 
Cradled within the embrace of night. 
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was a Power in this sweet place, 

in this Eden ; a raliog grace 

I the flowers, did they waken or dream, 

Sod IB to the starry scheme. 

the wonder of her kind, 
inn was upborne by a lovely mind, 
ilating, had monlded her mien and motion 
^•flower unfolded beneath the ocean, 

he garden from mom to even : 
meteors of that sublunar heaven, 
lamps of the air when night walks forth, 
round her footsteps up from the Earth I 

no companion of mortal race, 
tremulous breath and her flushing face 
list the mom kissed the sleep from her 

res, 

dreams were less slumber than Paradise : 

ae bright Spirit for her sweet sake 
Ttfid heaven while the stars were awake. 
; aromid her he lingering were, 
ihe veil of daylight concealed him from 
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Her step seemed to pitj the grass it prest : 
You might hear, by the heaving of her breast, 
That the coming and the going of the wind 
Brought pleasure there and left passion behind. 

And wherever her airy footstep trod, 
Her trailing hair from the grassy sod 
Erased its light vestige, with shadowy sweep. 
Like a sunny storm o'er the dark green deep. 

I doubt not the flowers of that garden sweet 
Hejoiced in the soupd of her gentle feet ; 
I doubt not they felt the spirit that came 
From her glowing Angers through all their 
frame. 

She sprinkled bright water from the stream 
On those that were faint with the sunny beam ; 
And out of the cups of the heavy flowers 
She emptied the rain of the thunder showers. 

She lifted their heads with her tender hands, 
And sustained them with rods and osier bands ; 
If the flowers had been her own infants, she 
Could never have nursed them more tenderly. 

And all killing insects and gnawing worms, 
And things of obscene and unlovely forms, 
She bore in a basket of Indian woof, 
Into the rough woods far aloof, 
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t basket, of grasses and wild flowers full, 
I freshest her gentle hands could pull 
■ the poor banished insects, whose intent, 
[lough they did ill, was innocent. 

. the bee and the beamlike ephemeris, 

ose path is the lightning's and soft moths that 

isweet lips of the Dowers, and barm not, did she 
ke her attendant angels be. 

I many an antenatal tomb, 
ere butterflies dream of the life to come, 
I leil clinging round the smooth and dark 
^ of the odorous cedar bark. 

s fairest creature from earUest spring 
IB moved through the garden ministering 
the sweet season of 'summer tide, 
1 ere the first leaf looked brown — she died I 



SEE days the flowers of the garden ffur, 
e stars when the moon is awakened, were, 
the waves of Baite, ere luminous 
I floats up through the smoke of Vesuvius. 
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« 

And on the fourth, the Sensitive Plant 
Felt the sound of the funeral chant, 
And the steps of the bearers, heavy and slow, 
And the sobs of the mourners, deep and low ; 

The weary sound and the heavy breath. 
And the silent motions of passing death. 
And the smell, cold, oppressive, and dank, 
Sent through the pores of the coffin plank ; 

The dark grass, and the flowers among the grass^ 
Were bright with tears as the crowd did pass ; 
From their sighs the wind caught a mournful tone, 
And sate in the pines and gave groan for groan. 

The garden, once fair, became cold and foul. 
Like the corpse of her who had been its soul : 
Which at first was lovely as if in sleep. 
Then slowly changed, till it grew a heap 
To make men tremble who never weep. 

Swift summer into the autumn flowed, 
And frost in the mist of the morning rode. 
Though the noon-day sun looked clear and bright, 
Mocking the spoil of the secret night. 

The rose-leaves, like flakes of crimson snow, 
Paved the turf and the moss below. 
The lilies were drooping, and white, and wan, 
Like the head and the skin of a dying man. 
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And Indian plants, of scent and hue 
The sweetest that ever were fed on dew, 
Leaf afler leaf, da j by daj, 
Were massed into the common clay. 

And the leaves, brown, yellow, and gray, and red, 
And white with the whiteness of what is dead, 
Like troops of ghosts on the dry wind past ; 
Their whistling noise made the birds aghast. 

And the gusty winds waked the winged seeds 
Out of their birthplace of ugly weeds, 
Till they clung round many a sweet flower's stem, 
Which rotted into the earth with them. 

The water-blooms under the rivulet 
Fell from the stalks on which they were set ; 
And the eddies drove them here and there, 
As the winds did those of the upper air. 

Then the rain came down, and the broken stalks 
Were bent and tangled across the walks ; 
And the leafless network of parasite bowers 
Massed into ruin, and all sweet flowers. 

Between the time of the wind and the snow. 

All loathliest weeds began to grow. 

Whose coarse leaves were splashed with many a 

speck. 
Like the water-snake's belly and the toad's back. 
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And thistles, and nettles, and darnels rank. 
And the dock, and henbane, and hemlock dank, 
Stretch'd out its long and hollow shank. 
And stifled the air till tiie dead wind stank. 

And plants, at whose names the verse feels loath. 
Filled the place with a monstrous undergrowth^ 
Prickly, and pulpous, and blistering, and blue, 
Livid, and starred with a lurid dew. 

And agarics and fungi, with mildew and mould, 
Started like mist from the wet ground cold ; 
Pale, fleshy, as if the decaying dead 
With a spirit of growth had been animated ! 

Spawn, weeds, and filth, a leprous scum. 
Made the running rivulet thick and dumb. 
And at its outlet, flags huge as stakes 
Dammed it up with roots knotted like water- 
snakes. 

And hour by hour, when the air was still. 
The vapours arose, which have strength to kill : 
At morn they were seen, at noon they were felt. 
At night they were darkness no star could melt. 

And unctuous meteors from spray to spray 
Crept and flitted in broad noon-day 
Unseen ; every branch on which they alit 
By a venomous blight was burned and bit 
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The Sensitive Plant, like one forbid, 
Wept, and the tears within each lid 
Of its folded leaves which together grew, 
Were changed to a blight of frozen glue. 

For the leaves soon fell, and the branches soon 
By the heavy axe of the blast were hewn ; 
The sap shrank to the root through every pore. 
As blood to a heart that will beat no more. 

For Winter came : the wind was his whip ; 
One choppy finger was on his lip : 
He had torn the cataracts from the hills, 
And they clanked at his girdle like manacles ; 

His breath was a chain which without a sound 
The earth, and the air, and the water bound ; 
He came, fiercely driven in his chariot-throne 
By the tenfold blasts of the arctic zone. 

Then the weeds which w^ere forms of living death, 
Fled from the frost to the earth beneath : 
Their decay and sudden flight from frost 
Was but like the vanishing of a ghost ! 

And under the roots of the Sensitive Plant 
The moles and the dormice died for want : 
The birds dropped stiff from the frozen air, 
And were caught in the branches naked and 
bare. 
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First there came down a thawing rain, 
And its doll drops &oze on the booghs again. 
Then there steamed op a freezing dew 
Which to die drops of die thaw-rain grew ; 

And a northern whirlwind, wandering about 
Like a wolf that had smelt a dead child out, 
Shook the booghs thos laden, and heavy and stifi^ 
And snapped them off with his rigid griff. 

When winter had gone and spring came back. 

The Sensitive Plant was a leafless ¥rreck ; 

Bat the mandrakes, and toadstools, and docks and 

darnels, 
Rose like the dead from their ruined chamels. 



CONCLUSION. 

Whether the Sensitive Plant, or that 
Which within its boughs like a spirit sat. 
Ere its outward form had known decay, 
Now felt this change, I cannot say. 

Whether that lady's gentle mind, 
No longer with the form combined 
Which scattered love, as stars do light, 
Found sadness, where it left delight. 
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jare not guess ; but in this life 
' error, iguorance and strife, 
here nothing is, but all things seem, 
nd we the shadaws of the dream, 

is a modest creed, and yet 
eaeant, if one considers it, 
) own that death itself must bo, 
ke all the rest, a mockery. 

lat garden sweet, that lady fair, 
id all sweet shapes and odours there, 
truth have never passed away: 
is we, 'tis ours, are changed ! not they. 

ir love, and beauty, and delight, 

lere is no death nor change ; their might 

iceeds our organs, which endure 

) light, being themselves obscure. 
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the terror of tempest. The rags of the sful 
lickering in ribbons within the fierce gale : 
I the stark night of vapoora the dim rain is 
driven. 
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And when lightning is loosed like a deluge from 

heaven, 
She sees the black trunks of the water-spouts spin, 
And bend, as if heaven was ruining in, 
Which they seemed to sustain with their terrible 

mass 
As if ocean had sunk from beneath them : they pass 
To their graves in the deep with an earthquake 

of sound, 
And the waves and the thunders, made silent 

around, 
Leave the wind to it6 echo. The vessel, now 

tossed 
ThroQgh die \o^ tr^ng rack of the tempest, is lost 
In the skirts of the thunder-cloud : now down the 

sweep 
Of the wind-cloven wave to the chasm of the deep 
It sinks, and the walls of the watery vale 
Whose depths of dread calm are unmoved by the 

gale. 
Dim mirrors of ruin, hang gleaming about ; 
While the surf, like a chaos of stars, like a rout 
Of death-flames, like whirlpools of fire-flowing iron. 
With splendour and terror the black ship environ ; 
Or like sulphur-flakes hurled from a mine of 

pale fire. 
In fouirtains spout o'er it. In many a spire 
The pyramid-biUows, with white points of brine, 
In the cope of the lightning inconstantly shine, 
As piercing the sky from the floor of the sea. 
VOL. ni. 2 



A VISION OF THK SEA. 

e great uliip seems apliiting! it cracko as a 

tree, 
lilu an earthquake is splinlering its i-oot, ere 

the blast 
the whirlwind that stript it of branches has 

past, 
e intense thunder-balls which are raining from 

ve. shattered its mast, and it stands black and 

B chinks suck defitmction. The heavy dead 

hulk 
the living sea rolls an inanimate bulk, 
ce a corpse on the clay which is hung'ring to 

fold 
corruption around it. Meanwhile, from the 

hold, 
e deck is burst up from the waters below, 
d it splits like the ice when the thaw-breezes 

blow 
!r the lakes of the desert I Who sit on the 

that all the crew that lie burying each 

other, 
le the dead in a breach, round the foremast ? 

Are those 
in tigers, who burst, when the waters arose, 
the agony of terror, their chains in ihe hold 
liat now makes them tame, is what then made 

them bold) 
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Who crouch, side by side, and have driven, like 
a crank, ^ 

The deep grip of their claws through the vibrat- 
ing plank ? 

Are these all ? 

Nine weeks the tall vessel had lain 

On the windless expanse of the watery plain. 

Where the death-darting sun cast no shadow at 
noon, 

And there seemed to be fire in the beams of the 
moon. 

Till a lead-coloured fog gathered up from the 
deep. 

Whose breath was quick pestilence ; then, the 
cold sleep 

Crept, like blight through the ears of a thick 
field of corn. 

O'er the populous vessel. And even and morn, 

With their hammocks for coffins the seamen 
aghast 

Like dead men the dead limbs of their comrades 
cast 

Down the deep, which closed on them above and 
around. 

And the sharks and the dog-fish their grave- 
clothes unbound. 

And were glutted like Jews with this manna 
rained down 

From Grod on their wilderness. One after one 
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The mariners died ; on the eve of this daj, 
When the tempest was gs^^hering in cloudy array, 
But seven remained. Six the thunder had 

smitten, 
And thej lie black as mummies on which Time 

has written 
His scorn of the embalmer ; the seventh, from 

the deck 
An oak splinter pierced through his breast and 

his back. 
And hung out to the tempest, a wreck on the 

wreck. 

No more ? At the helm sits a woman more fair 
Than heaven, when, unbinding its star-braided 

hair, 
It sinks with the sun on the earth and the sea. 
She clasps a bright child on her up-gathered knee, 
It laughs at the lightning, it mocks the mixed 

thunder 
Of the air and the sea, with desire and with 

wonder 
It is beckoning the tigers to rise and come near, 
It would play with those eyes where the radiance 

of fear 
Is outshining the meteors ; its bosom beats high, 
The heart-fire of pleasure has kindled its eye ; 
Whilst its mother's is lustreless. " Smile not, my 

child. 
But sleep deeply and sweetly, and so be beguiled 
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Of tlie pang that awaits us, whatever that be, 
So dreadful since thou must divide it with me ! 
Dream, sleep ! This pale bosom, thy cradle and 

bed. 
Will it rock thee not, infant ? 'Tis beating with 

dread! 
Alas.! what is life, what is death, what are we. 
That when the ship sinks we no longer may be ? 
What ! to see thee no more, and to feel thee no 

more ? 
To be after life what we have been before ? 
Not to touch those sweet hands, not to look on 

those eyes. 
Those lips, and that hair, all that smiling disguise 
Thou yet wearest, sweet spirit, which I, day by 

day, 
Have so long called my child, but which now 

fades away 
Like a rainbow, and I the fallen shower ? ** 

Lo ! the ship 
Is settling, it topples, the leeward ports dip ; 
The tigers leap up when they feel the slow 

brine 
Crawling inch by inch on them ; hair, ears, limbs, 

and eyne. 
Stand rigid with horror ; a loud, long, hoarse cry 
Burst at once froni their vitals tremendously, 
And *tis borne down the mountainous vale of the 

wave, 
Rebounding, like thunder, from crag to cave. 
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led wifh the clash of the lashing nun, 
rried on hy the might of the hurricane : 
3 hurricftue came from the we^t, and psst on 
the path of the gate of the eastern sun, 
insversely dividing the stream of the storm ; 
an arrowj serpenl, parsuiog the form 
an elephftnt, bursts through the brakes of- the 

waste. 
ick as a cormorant the screaming blast, 
tween ocean and heaven, like an ocean, past, 
I it came to the clouds on the verge of the 

lich, based on the sea and to heaven upcurled, 
;e columns and walls did surround and sustain 
e dome of the tempest ; it rent them in twain, 
a flood rends its barriers of mountainous crag ; 
d the dense clouds in many a ruin and rag, 
:e the stones of n temple ere earthquake has 

past, 
:e the dust of its fall, on the whirlwind are 

cast; 
ey are scattered like foam on the torrent ; and 

where 
e wind has burst out through the chasm, from 

the air 
clear morning, the beams of the sunrise 

flow in, 
impeded, keen, golden, and crystalline, 
nded armies of light and of air ; at one gate 
ey encounter, but interpenetrate. 
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And that breach in the tempest is widening away, 
And the caverns of cloud are torn up by the day, 
And the fierce winds are sinking with weary 

wings, 
Lulled by the motion and murmurings, 
And the long glassy heave of the roicking sea, 
And over head glorious, but dreadful to see. 
The wrecks of the tempest, like vapours of gold, 
Are consuming in sunrise. The heaped waves 

behold. 
The deep calm of blue heaven dilating above. 
And, like passions made still by the presence of 

Love, 
Beneath the clear surface reflecting it slide 
Tremulous with soft influence ; extending its 

tide 
From the Andes to Atlas, round mountain and 

isle, 
Round sea-birds and wrecks, paved with heaven's 

azure smile, 
The wide world of waters is vibrating. 

Where 
Is the ship ? 'On the verge of the wave where 

it lay 
One tiger is mingled in ghastly affray 
With a sea-snake. The foam and the smoke of 

the battle 
Stain the clear air with sunbows ; the jar, and 

the rattle 
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lid bones crushed hj the iDlinile stress 
B snuke's adamantioe vol u mine ii^ness ; 
he hum of the hot blood that spouts and 

e the gripe of the tiger has wounded the 

en with rage, strength, and effort; the whirl 

and the splash 

some hideous engine whose brazen teeth 

smash 
hin winds and soft waves into thunder ! the 



lissings crawl fast o'er the smooth ocean- 
streams, 

sound like a centipede. Near this com- 
motion, 
le shark is hanging within the blue ocean, 
in-winged tomb of the victor. The otiier 
antng his way from the fate of his brother, 
is own with the speed of despair. Lo 1 a 

boat 
nces ; twelve rowers with the impulse of 

thought 
on the keen keel, the brine foams. At the 

e marksmen stand levelling. ' Hot bullets 

e breast of the tiger, which yet bears him on 
id refuge and ruin. One fragment alone, 
Iwindling and sinking, 'tis now almost gone. 
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Of the wreck of the vessel peers out of the sea. 

With her left hand she grasps it impetuously, 

With her right she sustains her fair infant. 
Death, Fear, 

Love, Beauty, are mixed in the atmosphere. 

Wliich trembles and burns with the fervour of 

dread 
Around her wild eyes, her bright hand, and her 

head. 
Like a meteor of light o'er the waters ! her child 
Is yet smiling, and playing, and murmuring : so 

smiled 
The false deep ere the storm. Like a sister and 

brother 
The child and the ocean still smile on each other, 
Whilst 
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The fountains mingle with the river, 

And the rivers with the ocean. 
The winds of heaven mix for ever 

With a sweet emotion ; 
Nothing in the world is single ; 

All things by a law divine 
In one another's being mingle— - 

Why not I with thine ? 



THE CLOUD. 

>ee the mouDtains kiss high heaven, 

And the waves clasp one another; 
Jo sister flower would be forgiven 

If it disdained its brother : 
Lnd the sunlight clasps the earth, 

And the moonbeams kiss the sea ;— 
Phat are all these kissings worth, 

If thou kisa not Die ? 



THE CLOUD. 



ro fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 
'rom the seas and the streams ; 

light shades for the leaves when laid 
II their noon-day dreams. 
my wings are shaken the dews that waken 
'he sweet buds every one, 

rocked to rest on their mother's breast, 
£ she dances about the sun. ' 
I the flail of the lashing hail, 
nd wlfiien the green plains under, 
len again I dissolve it in rain, 
hA laugh as I pass in thunder. 



he snow on tlie mountains below, 
nd their great pines groan aghast ; 
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And all the night 'tis my pillow white, 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skyey bowers, 

Lightning my pilot sits, 
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder, 

It struggles and howls by fits ; 
Over earth and ocean with gentle motion. 

This pilot is guiding me, 
Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea ; 
Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills. 

Over the lakes and the plains, 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream. 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile. 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 

III. 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes, 

And his burning plumes outspread. 
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack. 

When the morning star shines dead. 
As on the jag of a mountain crag, 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings. 
An eagle alit one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea 
beneath, 

Its ardours of rest and of love, 
And the crimson pall of eve may fall 
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From tlie depth of heaven above, 
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest, 
As still as a brooding dove. 

IV. 

That orbed maiden, with white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the moon. 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor. 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet, 

Which only the angels hear. 
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof, 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee. 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent. 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

V. 

I bind the sun's throne with the burning zone, 

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl ; 
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and 
swim. 

When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea. 
Sunbeam- proof, I hang like a roof. 

The mountains its columns be. 
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The triumphal arch through which 1 march, 

With hurricane, fire, and snow, [chair. 

When the powers of the air are chained to my 
Is the million-coloured bow ; 

The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove. 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

VI. 

I am the daughter of earth and water, 

And the nursling of the sky : 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ; 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when with never a stain. 

The pavilion of heaven is bare, [gleams. 
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex 

Build up the blue dome of air, 
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph, 

And out of the caverns of rain, [the tomb, 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from 

I arise and unbuild it again. 



TO A SKYLARK. 

I. 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit ! 

Bird thou never wert, 
That from heaven, or near it, 

Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 
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II. 

Higher still and higher, 

From the earth thou springest 

Like a cloud of fire ; 

The blue deep thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever 

singest 

III. 

In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun, 
O'er which clouds are brightening, 
Thou dost fioat and run ; 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

IV. 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight ; 
Like a star of heaven. 

In the broad day-light 
Thou art unseen, but yet 1 hear thy shrill delight, 

V. 

Keen as are the arrows 

Of that silver sphere, 
Whose intense lamp narrows 

In the white dawn clear. 
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

VI. 

All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 
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As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is 
overflowed. 

vn. 

What thou art we knaw not ; 

What is most like thee ? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 

Drops so bright to see. 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 

VIII. 

Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden, 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not : 

IX. 

Like a high-born maiden 

In- a palace tower. 
Soothing her love-laden 

Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her 

bower : 

X. 

Like a glowworm golden 

Li a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
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v'.*ci> aud grass, which screen it 



V, >i -v)**^ embowered 

o 

9 



•I i> owu green leaves, 



^ V V .u lU w iuds deflowered, 

a I ho sceutit gives 
i. u with too much sweet these heavy- 
H.;;^cJ thieves. 

XII. 

Xv. .J oi vernal showers 

'u ac twinkling grass, 
^A. . o \^ akoucd flowers, 

v.. .iiut over was 
V ..\ii\ mid fi*esh, thy music doth sur- 

.X. ' «, >t>iit^i or bird,* 
» s. wcct tlioughts are thine : 

s w I hciunl 
*., V * love or wine 

. . . ^ ilood of rapture so divine. 

\iv. 

.^ ,uU ohaunt, 
, . H ./a thing would be all 



But an empty vaunt — 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden 

IT. 

What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain ? 
What fields, or waveB, or mountains ? 

What shapes of shy or plain ? 
U'ljat love of thine own kind F what ignorance of 



With thy clear keen joyanee 

Languor cannot be : 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee : 
Thou 2ovest ; hut ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

XTII. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream, 
Or tiow could thy notes flow in such a crystal 

stream? 

XTIII. 

We look before and afler, 

And pine for what is not : 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; [diought. 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 



Yet if we could scorn 

Hate, aud pride, and fear ; 
If we were things bom 
Not to shed a tear, 
* not how thy joy we ever should come near. 



Better than all r 

Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 

That in books are found, 
kill to poet were, thou scomer of the groand I 

XXI. 

Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow, 
rorld should listen then, as I am liiiteninz 



TO 

I FEAH thy kisses, gentle maiden. 
Thou needest not fear mine ; 

lly spirit is too deeply laden 
Ever to burthen thine. 
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I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion, 

Thou needest not fear mine ; 
Innocent is the heart's devotion 

With which I worship thine. 



• ODE TO LIBERTY. 

Yet freedom, yet, thy banner torn but flying, 
Streams like a thimder-storm against the wind. 

BYBON. 
I. 

A GLORIOUS people vibrated again 

The lightning of the nations : Liberty, 
From heart to heart, from tower to tower, o'er 
Spain, 
Scattering contagious fire into the sky, 
Gleamed. My soul spurned the chains of its dis- 
may, 4 
And, in the rapid plumes of song. 
Clothed itself sublime and strong ; 
As a young eagle soars the morning clouds among. 
Hovering inverse o'er its accustomed prey ; 
Till from its station in the heaven of fame 
The Spirit's whirlwind rapt it, and the ray 
Of the remotest sphere of living flame 
Which paves the void, was from behind it flung. 
As foam fVom a ship's swiftness, when there 

came 
A voice out of the deep ; I will record the same. 
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Hung tyranny ; beneath, sate deified 
The sister-pest, congregator of slaves ; 
Into the shadow of her pinions wide, 
Anarchs and priests who feed on gold and blood, 
Till with the stain their inmost souls are dyed^ 
Drove the astonished herds of men from every 
side. 

IV. 

The nodding promontories, and blue isles. 

And cloud-like mountains, and dividuous waves 
Of Greece, basked glorious in the open smiles 

Of favouring heaven : from their enchanted caves 
Prophetic echoes flung dim melody 
On the unapprehensive wild. 
The vine, the com, the olive mild. 
Grew, savage yet, to human use unreconciled ; 
And like unfolded flowers beneath the sea. 
Like the man's thought dark in the infant's 
brain, 
Like aught that is which wraps what is to be. 
Art's deathless dreams lay veiled by many a 
vein 
Of Parian stone ; and yet a speechless child. 
Verse murmured, and Philosophy did strain 
Her lidless eyes for thee ; when o'er the 
^gean main 

V. 

Athens arose : a city such as vision 

Builds from the purple crags and silver towers 
Of battlemented cloud, as in derision 



A 
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' Ingliest masonry : the ocean floors 
, ; Ihe evening sky pavilions it; 
Its portals are inhabited 
By thunder-zoned winds, each head 
its cloudy wings with suh-lire garlanded, 
rine work ! Athens diviner yet 
learned with its crest of columos, on the 

will 

an, as on a mount of diamond, set; 

ir thou wert, and thine all-creative skill 

1, with forms that mock the et«mal dead 

arble immortality, that bill 

ih was thine earliest throne and latest 

VI. 

the surface of Time's fleeting river 
rinkled image lies, as then it lay 
iibly unquiet, and for ever 
imbles, but it cannot pass away 1 
ices of thy bards and sages thunder 
With an earth-awakening blast 
Through the caverns of the past ; 
a veils her eyes ; Oppression shrinks 

f^hast. 
nged sound of joy, and love, and wonder, 
hich soars where Expectation never tiew. 
ling the veil of space and time asunder ! 
le ocean feeds the clouds, and streams, 

a illumines heaven ; one spirit vast 
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With life and love makes chaos ever new, 
As Athens doth the world with thy delight 
renew. 

VII. 

Then Rome was, and from thy deep bosom fair- 
est, 
Like a wolf-cub from a Cadnwean Maenad,* 
She drew the milk of greatness, though thy dearest 

From that Elysian food was yet unweaned ; 
And many a deed of terrible uprightness 
By thy sweet love was sanctified ; 
And in thy smile, and by thy side, 
Saintly Camillus lived, and firm Atilius died. 
But when tears stained thy robe of vestal 
whiteness, 
And gold profaned thy capitolian throne, 
• Thou didst desert, with spirit-winged lightness. 
The senate of the tyrants : they sunk prone 
Slaves of one tyrant. Palatinus sighed 
Faint echoes of Ionian song ; that tone 
Thou didst delay to hear, lamenting to disown. 

VIII. 

From what Hyrcanian- glen or frozen hill. 
Or piny promontory of the Arctic main, 

Or utmost islet inaccessible, 

Didst thou lament the ruin of thy reign. 

Teaching the woods and waves, and desert rocks, 

* See the Bacchse of Euripides. 



ODK TO LIBEETY. 

id every Naiad's ice-cold um, 
talk in echoes aad and etero, 
iblimest lore which man had dared un- 

ther didst thou watch the wizard flocks 
e Scald's dreams, nor haunt the Druid's 

rtbe tears rained through thy shattered 

locks, 

I quickly dried ? Tor thou didst groan, 



,!ilean serpent forth did creep, 

,de thy world an undistinguighable heap. 



nd years the Earth cried, Where art 
thou? 

;n the shadow of thy coming fell 
Alfred's oUve-cinctured brow : 
my a warrior-peopled citadel, 
9, which fire lifls out of the flat deep, 
ose in sacred Italy, 
owning o'er the lempesluous sea 
uid priests, and slaves, in tower-crowned 
majesty ; 

ultitiidinous anarchy did sweep, ' 
burst around their walls, like idle foam, 
from the human spirit's deepest deep, 
ige melody with love and awe struck 
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Dissonant arms ; and Art which cannot die, 
With divine want traced on our earthly home 
Fit imagery to pave heaven's everlasting dome. 

X. 

Thoa huntress swifter than the Moon ! thou terror 
Of the world's wolves ! thou beai'er of the 
quiver, 
Whose sun-like shafts pierce tempest-winged 
Error, 
As light may pierce the clouds when they dis- 
sever 
In the calm regions of the orient day ! 

Luther caught thy wakening glance : 
Like lightning from his leaden lance 
Keflected, it dissolved the visions of the trance 
Li which, as in a tomb, the nat](ms lay ; 

And England's prophets hailed thee as their 
queen, 
Li songs whose music cannot pass away, 
Though it must flow for ever : not unseen 
Before the spirit-sighted countenance 

Of Milton didst thou pass, from the sad scene 
Beyond whose night he saw, with a dejected 
mien. 

XI. 

The eager hours and unreluctant years 
As on a dawn-illumined mountain stood. 

Trampling to silence their loud hopes and fears. 
Darkening each other with their multitude. 
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Aud cried aloud, Lilierty I Indignation 
Answered Pity from her cave ; 
Death grew paie withia the grave, 
desolation iiowled to the destro3'er. Save ! 
hen, like heaven's sun, gin by the exhalalioa 
Of its own glorious liglil, lliou didst arise, 
ia.sing thy foea from nation unto iiacion 
Like shadows : as if day had cloven the 

"eaming miduight o'er the western wave, 
in started, staggering with a glad surprise, 
ider the lightnings of thine unfamiliar eyes. 



heaveo of earth I what spells could pall thee 

ominous eclipse ? A thousand years, 
from the slime of deep oppression's den, 
'ed alt thy liquid light with blood and tears, 
hy sweet stars could weep the stain away ; 

How like Bacchanals of blood 

Round Prance, the ghastly vintage, stood 
-uction's sceptered slaves, and Folly's milred 

hen one, like them, but mightier far than 

The Anarch of Ihine own bewildered powers, 
ise : armies mingled in obscure array 
Like clouds with clouds, darkening the sa- 
cred bowers 
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Of serene heaven. He, by the past pursued, 
Rests with those dead but unforgotten hours. 
Whose ghosts scare victor kings in their an- 
cestral towers. 

xin. 

England yet sleeps : was she not called of old ? 

' Spain calls her now, as with its thrilling thunder 
Vesuvius wakens ^tna, and the cold 

Snow-crags by its reply are cloven in sunder : 
O'er the lit waves every iEolian isle 
From Pithecusa to Pelorus 
Howls, and leaps, and glares in chorus : 
They cry, Be dim, ye lamps of heaven suspended 
o*er us. 
Pier chains are threads of gold, she need but 

smile [of steel. 

And they dissolve ; but Spain's were links 
Till bit to dust by virtue's keenest file. 
Twins of a single destiny ! appeal 
To the eternal vears enthroned before us, 
In the dim West ; impress us from a seal, 
All ye have thought and done ! Time cannot 
dare conceal. 

XIV. 

Tomb of Arminius I render up thy dead 

Till, like a standard from a watch-tower's staff, 

His soul may stream over the tyrant's head ! 
Thy victory shall be his epitaph. 
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Wild Bacchanal of truth's mysterious wine. 
King-deluded Germany, 
His dead spirit Hves in thee. 
Why do we fear or hope ? thou art already free ! 
And thou, lost Paradise of this divine 
And glorious world ! thou flowery wilderness ! 
Thou island of eternity I thou shrine 

Where desolation, clothed with loveliness, ' 
Worships the thing thou wert ! O Italy, 
Gather thy blood into thy heart ; repress 
The beasts who make their dens thy sacred 
palaces. 

XV. 

O that the free would stamp the impious name 

Of * * * * into the dust ; or write it there, 
So that this blot upon the page of fame 

Were as a serpent's path, which the light air 
Erases, and the flat sands close behind ! 
Ye the oracle have heard : 
Lift the victory-flashing sword, 
And cut the snaky knots of this foul gordian 
word. 
Which, weak itself as stubble, yet can bind 

Into a mass, irrefragably Arm, 
The axes and the rods which awe mankind ; 
The sound has poison in it, 'tis the sperm 
Of what makes life foul, cankerous, and abhorred ; 
Disdain not thou, at thine appointed term. 
To set thine armed heel on this reluctant worm 
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XVI. 

O that the wise from their bright minds would . 
kindle 
Such lamps within the dome of this dim world, 
That the pale name of Priest might shrink and 
dwindle 
Into the hell from which it first was hurled, 
A scoff of impious pride from fiends impure, 

Till hiiman thoughts might kneel alone. 
Each before the judgment-throne 
Of its own aweless soul, or of the power unknown ! 
O that the words which make the thoughts 
obscure 
From which they spring, as clouds of glimr 
mering dew 
From a white lake blot heaven's blue portraiture, 
Were stript of their thin masks and various 
hue. 
And frowns and smiles and splendours not their 
own, 
Till in the nakedness of false and true 
They stand before their Lord, each to receive 
its due. 

XVII. 

He who taught man to vanquish whatsoever 
Can be between the cradle and the grave. 
Crowned him the King of Life. O vain endea- 
vour ! 
If on his own high will a willing slave, 
He has enthroned the oppression and the op- 
pressor. 
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What if earth can clothe and feed 
Amplest millions at their need, [seed ? 
And power in thought be as the tree within the 
Or what if Art, an ardent intercessor, 

Diving on fiery wings to Nature's throne, 
Checks the great mother stooping to caress her, 
And cries, give me, thy child, dominion 
Over all height and depth ? if Life can breed 
New wants, and wealth from those who toil 

and groan, 
Rend of thy gifts and hers a thousandfold for 
one. 

XVIII. 

Come thou, but lead out of the inmost cave 
Of man's deep spirit, as the morning-star 
Beckons the Sun from the £oan wave, 

Wisdom. I hear the pennons of her car 
Self-moving like cloud charioted by flame ; 
Comes she not, and come ye not. 
Rulers of eternal thought. 
To judge with solemn truth life's ill-apportioned 
lot? 
Blind Love, and equal Justice, and the Fame 
Of what has been, the Hope of what will be ? 
O, Liberty ! if such could be thy name 

Wert thou disjoined from these, or they from 
thee : 
If thine or theirs were treasures to be bought 
By blood or tears, have not the wise and free 
Wept tears, and blood like tears ? The solemn 
harmony 
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XIX. 

Paused, and the spirit of that mighty singing 

To its abyss was suddenly withdrawn ; 
Then as a wild swan, when sublimely winging 

Its path athwart the thunder-smoke of dawn, 
Sinks headlong through the aerial golden light 
On the heavy sounding plain. 
When the bolt has pierced its brain ; 
As summer clouds dissolve unburthened of their 
rain ; 
As a far taper fades with fading night ; 
As a brief insect dies with dying day, 
My song, its pinions disarrayed of might. 
Drooped ; o'er it closed the echoes far away 
Of the great voice which did its flight sustain. 
As waves which lately paved his watery way 
Hiss round a drowner's head in their tempest- 
uous play. 



THE WANING MOON. 

And like a dying lady, lean and pale, 
Who totters forth, wrapt in a gauzy veil, 
Out of her chamber, led by the insane 
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain. 
The moon arose upon the murky earth, 
A white and shapeless mass. 
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ARETHUSA. 

Arethusa arose 

From her couch of snows 

In the Acroceraunian mountains,— 
From cloud and from crag 
"With many a jag, 

Shepherding her bright fountains. 
She leapt down the rocks 
"With her rainbow locks 

Streaming among the streams ; — 
Her steps paved with green 
The downward ravine 

Which slopes to the western gleams : 
And gliding and springing, 
She went, ever singing, 

In murmurs as sofl as sleep ; 

The Earth seemed to love her, 
And Heaven smiled above her, 

As she lingered towards the deep. 

Then Alpheus bold. 

On his glacier cold. 
With his trident the mountains strook ; 

And opened a chasm 

In the rocks ; — with the spasm 
All Erymanthus shook. 

And the black souUi wind 
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It concealed behind 
The urns of the silent snow, 

And earthquake and thunder 

Did rend in sunder 
The bars of the springs below : 

The beard and the hair 

Of the river God were 
Seen through the torrent's sweep, 

As he followed the light 

Of the fleet nymph's flight 
To the brink of the Dorian deep. 

" Oh, save me ! Oh, guide me ! 

And bid the deep hide me. 
For he grasps me now by the hair I " 

The loud Ocean heard. 

To its blue depth stiired, 
And divided at her prayer ; 

And under the water 

The Earth's white daughter 
Fled like a sunny beam ; 

Behind her descended 

Her billows, unblended 
With the brackish Dorian stream : 

Like a gloomy stain 

On the emerald main 
Alpheus rushed behind, — 

As an eagle pursuing 

A dove to its ruin 
Down the streams of the cloudy wind. 
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A.BETHUSA. 

Under the bowere 
Where the Oceao Powers 

t bn their pearled throaes; 

Through the coral woods 
Of the weltering floods, 

ver heaps of unvalued stones ; 
Through the dim beams 
Whicli amid the streams 

''eare a network of coloured light; 
And under the caves, 
Where the shadowy waves 

re as green as the forest's night :— 
Outspeeding the shark, 
And the sword-fish dark, 

nder the ocean foam. 

And up through the i^fl^i 
Of the mountain clifts 

hey passed to their Dorian home. 

And now from tbeic fountains 

In Enna's mountains, 
•own one vale where the morning basks, 

Like friends once parted 

Grown single-henrted, 
'liey ply their watery tasks. 

At sunrise they leap 

From their cradles steep 
n the cave of the shelving hill ; 

At noontide they flow 

Through the woods below 
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And tbe meadows of Asphodel ; 

And at night they sleep 

In the rocking deep 
Beneath the Ortygian shore ; — 

Like spirits that lie 

In the azure sky 
"When they love but live no mo^^. 



SONG OF PROSERPINE, 

WHILE GATHERING FLOWERS ON THE PLAIN OP 

ENNA. 

Saoree/ Goddess^ Mother Earth, 
Thou from whose inimortal bosom, 

Gods, and men, and beasts have birth. 
Leaf and blade, and bud and blossom, 

Breathe thine influence most divine 

On thine ow^n child, Proserpine. 

If with mists of evening dew 

Thou dost nourish these young flowers 
Till they grow, in scent and hue. 

Fairest children of the hours. 
Breathe thine influence most divine 
On thine own child, Proserpine. 



HYMN OF APOLLO. 

«ple33 Hours who watch me as I lie, 

lined with Btar-enwoven tapestries 

le broad moonlight of the sky, 

ing the busy dreams from my dim eyes, — 

me wlieu their Mother, the gray Dawn, 

em that dreams and that the moon is gone. 

arise, and climbing Heaven's blue dome, 

k over the mountains and the waves, 

r my robe upon the ocean foam ; 

botsteps pave the clouds with fire; the 

caves 

ed with my bright preseace, and the air 

the green earth to my embraces bare. 

ibeama are my shafts, with which I liill 
it, that loves the night and fears the day ; 
I who do or even imagine ill 
nc, and from the glory of my ray 
linds and open actions take new might, 
iminished by the reign of night. 

he clouds, the rainbows, aud the flowers, 
I their ethereal colours ; the Moon's globe 
e pure stars in their eternal bowers 
cinctured with my power as with a robe ; 
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Whatever lamps on Earth or Heaven may shine 
Are portions of one power, which is mine. 

I stand at noon upon the peak of Heaven, 
Then with unwilling steps I wander down 

Into the clouds of the Atlantic even ; 

For grief that I depart they weep and frown : 

What look is more delightful than the smile 

With which I soothe them from the western isle ? 

I am the eye with which the Unfverse 
Beholds itself and knows itself divine ; 

All harmony of instrument or verse. 
All prophecy, all medicine are mine, 

All light of art or nature ; — to my song 

Victory and praise in their own right belong. 



HYMN OF PAN. 

From the forests and highlands 

We come, we come ; 
From the river-girt islands. 

Where loud waves are dumb 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 
The wind in the reeds and the rushes, 

The bees on the bells of thyme. 
The birds on the myrtle bushes, 
The cicale above in the lime. 



And tbe lizBrds below in the grass, 
~ re di silent as ever old Tmolus ■ was, 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 

iiid Feneus was flowing, 

And all dark Tempe lay 
Pelion's shadow, outgrowing 

The light of the dying day, 

Speeded with my sweet pipings. 

SileDi,,and Sytvans, and FauDs, 
jid tbe Nymphs of tbe woods and waves, 
the edge of tbe moist river-lawns, 
jid the brink of the dewy caves, 
I all that did then attend and follow, 
re silent wilh loi'e, as you now, Apollo, 
With envy of my sweet pipings. 

ng of the dancing stars, 

I sang of the dsedal Earth, 
I of Heaven — and the giant wars. 

And Love, and Death, and Birth, — 

And then I changed my pipings, — 
jling how down the vale of Menalus 

pursued a maiden and clasped a reed ; 
Is and men, we are all deluded thus ! 
i breaks in our bosom and then we bleed : 



nd the formar poem ware written at the reque-t oi 
I be ingerted in a. dramft on the subject of Midiis. 
1 Pan contended before Tmolua for the prize in 
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All wept, aa I think both ye now would, 
If envy or age had not frozen your blood. 
At the sorrov/ of my sweet pipings. 



THE QUESTION. 

I DBEAMED that, BS I wandered by the way. 
Bare winter suddenly was changed to spring. 

And gentle odours led my steps astray, 
Mixed with a sound of waters murmuring 

Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay 
Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling 

Its green arms round the bosom of the stream, 

But kissed it and then fled, as thou mightest in 
dream. 

There grew pied windflowers and violets, 
Daisies, those pearled Arcturi of the earth. 

The constellated flower that never sets ; 

Faint oxlips ; tender bluebells, at whose birth 

Tlie sod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower that 
wets 

Its mother's face with heaven-collected tears, 

AVhen the low wind, its playmate's voice, it hears. 

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine. 
Green cowbind and the moonlight-coloured 
May, 
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And cherry blossoms, and white cups, whose wine 
Was the briglit dew yet draioed not by the day ; 
And wild roses, and ivy serpentine, 

itE dark buds and leaves, wandering 

rers azure, black, and streaked with gold, 
ban any wakened eyes behold. 

irer to the river's trembling edge 

: grew broad flag-flowers, purple prankt 

tith white, 

rry river buds among the sedge, 

loating water-lilies, broad and bright, 

it the oak that overhung the hedge 

moonlight beams of their own watery 

ight; 

rushes, and reeds of such deep green 

led the dazzled eye with sober sheen. 

2;bt that of these visionary flowers 
le a nosegay, bound in such a way 
i same hues, which iu their natural bowers 
. mingled or opposed, the like array 
)8e imprisoned children of ihe Hours 
n my band, — and then, elate and gay, 
ed to the spot whence I had come, 
night there present it ! — Oh ! to whom ? 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 

AN ALLEGORY. 
FIRST SPIRIT. 

O THOU, who plumed with strong desire 

Wouldst float above the earth, beware ! 
A shadow tracks thy flight of fire — 

Night is coming ! 
Bright are the regions of the air, 

And among the winds and beams 
It were deb'ght to wander there— 
Niglit is coming 1 

SECOND SPIRIT. 

• The deathless stars are bright above : 
If I would cross the shade at night. 
Within my heart is the lamp of love, ^ 

And that is day ! ^ 

And the moon will smile with gentle light 

On my golden plumes where'er they move ; 
The meteors will linger round my flight, 
And make night day. 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

But if the whirlwinds of darkness waken 
Hail, and lightning, and stormy rain ; 

See the bounds of the air are shaken — 
Night is coming ! 

The red swift clouds of the hurricane 
Yon declining sun have overtaken 
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The cla.sh of the bail sweeps over the plain — 
""ight is coming ! 

SECOND SPIRIT. 

light, add I hear the sound ; 

il on the flood of the tempest dark, 

calm within and the light around 
^hich makes night day : 
., when the gloom is deep and stark, 
rom thy dull earth, 'slumber-bound, 
ilight flight tbou then may'st mark 
D high, far awa/. 



' there is a precipice 
one vast pine is frozen to ruin 
) of snow and chasms of ice 
[id Alpine mountains ; 
the languid storm, pursuing 
inged shape, for ever flies 
ose boar branches, aye renewing 
i a&Ty fountains. 

when nights are dry and clear, 
e death-dews sleep on the morass, 
ispers are beard by the traveller, 
hich make night day : 
rer shape like bis early love doth pi 
le by her wild and glittering hair, 
1 he awakes on the fragrant gra^s, 
e finds night day. 
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LETTER TO MARIA GISBORNE. 

Leghorn, July 1, 1820 

The spider spreads her webs, whether she be 

In poet^s tower, cellar, or barn, or tree ; 

The silkworm in the dark-green mulberry leaves 

His winding-sheet and cradle ever weaves ! 

So I, a thing whom moralists call worm, 

Sit spinning still round this decaying form, 

From the fine threads of rare and subtle thought 

No net of words in garish colours wrought. 

To catch the idle buzzers of the day — 

But a soft cell, where, when that fades away, 

Memory may clothe in wings my living name 

And feed it with the asphodels of fame, 

Which in those hearts which most rementiber me 

Grow, making love an immortality* 

Whoever should behold me now, I wist, 

Would think I were a mighty mechanist. 

Bent with sublime Archimedean art 

To breathe a soul into the iron heart 

Of some machine portentous, or strange gin, 

Which by the force of figured spells might win 

Its way over the sea, and sport therein ; 

For round the walls are hung dread engines, such 

As Vulcan never wrought for Jove to clutch 
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}r the Titan : — or the quick 
'that man of God, St. E>omiDic, 
ivince Alheist, Turk, or Heretic ; 
36 in philosophic councils met, 
bought to pay some iDterest for the debt 
swed to Jepus Christ for tlieir salvation, 
;'ing a faint foretaste of damnatioD 
akapeare, Sidney, Spenser, and the rest 
aade our land an island of the blest, 
lamp-like Spain, who now relumes her iire 
eedom's hearth, grew dim with Empire : — ■ 
humb-Bcrews, wheels, with tooth and spike 

and jag, 

lahes found under the utmost crag 
mwall, and the slorm-encom passed isles, 
: to the sky the rude sea seldom smiles 
< in treacherous wrath, as on the morn 
the exulting elements in acorn 
id with destroyed destruction, lay 
ng in beauty on their mangled prey, 
ithers sleep : — and other strange and dread 
*I forms the brick-floor ovei'spread — 
IS transformed to metal did not make 
igures, or more strange ; nor did bu take 
hnpes of unintelligible brass, 
i[i himself in such a horrid mass 
and iron not to be understood, 
irms of unimaginable wood, 
cde Tubal Cain and all his brood: 
screws, and cones, and wheels, and grooved 

blocks, 
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The elements of what will stand the shocks 

Of wave and wind and time. — Upon the table 

More knacks and quips there be than I am able 

To cataloguize in this verse of mine : — 

A pretty bowl of wood — not full of wine, 

But quicksilver ; that dew which the gnomes drink 

When at their subterranean toil they swink, 

Pledging the demons of the earthquake, who 

Reply to them in lava-cry, halloo ! 

And call out to the cities o'er their head, — 

Roofs, towns, and shrines, — the dying and the 

dead [quaff 

Crash through the chinks of earth — and then all 
Another rouse, and hold their sides and laugh. 
This quicksilver no gnome has drunk — within 
The walnut-bowl it lies, veined and thin. 
In colour like the wake of light that stains 
The Tuscan deep, when from the moist moon 

rains 
The inmost shower of its white fire — the breeze 
Is still — ^blue heaven smiles over the pale seas. 
And in this bowl of quicksilver — ^for I 
Yield to the impulse of an infancy 
Outlasting manhood — I "have made to float 
A rude idealism of a paper boat — 
A hollow screw with cogs — Henry will know 
The thing I mean, and laugh at me, — if so 
He fears not I should do more mischief. — Next 
Lie bills and calculations much perplext, 
With steam-boats, frigates, and machinery quaint 



ea LliTTEP, TO MAI 

Traced over tli^m in blue and yellow paiat. 
Then corner a range of mutheiualical 
Inst rutn ante, for plans nauticnl and statical, 
A heH|) of rosin, a grueii bndien glass 
" " k in it;~a china cup that was 
will never be again, I think, 
from wliiclt sweet lips were wont to driDk 
aor doclors rail at — and whicb I 
iff in spite of tiiem — and when we die 
ss up who died first of drinking tea 
' out, — heads or tails ? where'er we be. 
at a dusty paint-box, some old hooks, 
lurnt match, an ivory block, three books, 
xioic sections, spherics, logarithms, 
t Laplace, from Saundor^on and Sims, 
[led in (heir harmonious disarray 
es, — disentangle them who may. 
e Tott'5 Memoirs beside them lie, 
ae odd volumes of old chemistry, 
em a most inexplicable thing, 
jst in the middle— I 'm conjecturing 
make Henry understand ; — but — no, 
e, as Spenser says, with many mo, 
;ret in the pregnant womb of time, 
t a matter for so weak a rhyme. 

'e like some weird Archimage sit I, 
; dark spells, and devilish enginery, 
' impelling steam-wheels of the mind 
pump up oaths from clergymen, aud gnnd 
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The gentle spirit of our meek reviews 

Into a powdery foam of salt abuse, . 

Ruffling the ocean of their self-content :-r- 

I sit — and smile or sigh as is my bent, 

But not for them — Libeecio rushes round 

With an inconstant and an idle sound, 

1 heed him more than them~the thunder-smoke 

Is gathering on the mountains, like a cloak 

Folded athwart their shoulders broad and bare ; 

The ripe corn under the undulating air 

Undulates like an ocfjan ; — and the vines 

Are trembling wide in all their trellised lines ; — 

The murmur of the awakening sea doth fill 

The empty pauses of the blast ; — ^the hill 

Looks hoary through the white electric rain. 

And from the glens beyond, in sullen stram 

The interrupted thunder howls ; above 

One chasm of heaven smiles, like the eye of love 

On the unquiet world ; — while such things are. 

How could one worth your friendship heed the 

war 
Of worms ? The shriek of the world's carrion jays, 
Their censure, or their wonder, or their praise ? 
You are not here ! The quaint witch Meipory 

sees 
In vacant chairs your absent images. 
And points where once you sat, and now should be, 
But are not. — I demand if ever we 
Shall meet as then we met ; — and she replies, 
Veiling in awe her second-sighted eyes, 



1 
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** I know the past alone — ^but summon home 

Mj sister Hope, she speaks of all to come." 

But I, an old diviner, who know well 

Every false verse of that sweet oracle. 

Turned to the sad enchantress once again, 

And sought a respite from my gentle pain, 

In acting every passage o'er and o*er 

Of our communion. — How on the sea shore 

We watched the ocean and the sky together. 

Under the roof of blue Italian weather ; 

How I ran home through last year's thunder-storm. 

And felt the transverse lightning linger warm 

Upon my cheek : and how we often made 

Treats for each other, where good will outweighed 

The frugal luxury of our country cheer, 

As it well might, were it less firm and clear 

Than ours must ever be ; — ^and how we spun 

A shroud of talk to hide us from the sun 

Of this familiar life, which seems to be 

But is not, — or is but quaint mockery 

Of all we would believe ; or sadly blame 

The jarring and inexplicable frame 

Of this wrong world : — and then anatomize 

The purposes and thoughts of men whose eyes 

W"ere closed in distant years ; — or widely guess 

The issue of the earth's great business. 

When we shall be as we no longer are ; 

Like babbling gossips safe, who hear the war 

Of winds, and sigh, but tremble not ; or how 

You listened to some interrupted flow 
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Of visionar J rhyme ; — ^in joy and pain 
Struck from the inmost fountains of my brain, 
With little skill perhaps ; — or how we sought 
Those deepest wells of passion or of thought 
Wrought by wise poets in the waste of year:?, 
Staining the sacred waters with our tears ; 
Quenching a thirst ever to be renewed ! 
Or how I, wisest lady I then indued 
The language of a land which now is free, 
And winged with thoughts of truth and majesty. 
Flits round the tyrant's sceptre like a cloud, 
And bursts the peopled prisons, and cries aloud, 
" My name is Legion ! " — ^that majestic tongue 
Which Calderon over the desert flung 
Of ages and of nations ; and which found 
An echo in our hearts, and with the sound 
Startled oblivion ; — thou wert then to me 
As is a nurse — ^when inarticulately 
A child would talk as its grown parents do. 
If living winds the rapid clouds pursue. 
If hawks chase doves through the aerial way. 
Huntsmen the innocent deer, and beasts their 

prey, 
Why should not we rouse with the spirit's blast 
Out of the forest of the pathless pas( 
TheA recollected pleasures ? 

You are now 
In London, that great sea, whose ebb and flow 
At once is deaf and loud, and on the shore 
VOL. in. 5 
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Yomita its wrecks, and slill howls on for more. 

Tel in its depth what treasures ! Ton will see 

Tour old friend Godwin, greater Done than he ; 

Though fallen oil evil times, yet will he stand, 

Among the spirits of our age and land, 

Before the dread tribunal of To-come 

The foremost, whilst rebuke stands pale and dumb. 

Tou will see Coleridge ; he who sits obscure 

[n the exceeding lustre and the pure 

[ntense irradiation of a mind, 

Which, with its own internal lustre blind, 

Flags wearily through darkness and despair — 

A cloud-enoircled meteor of the air, 

A hooded eagle among blinking owls. 

Tou will see Hunt ; one of those happy souls 

Which arc the salt of the earth, and wittiout whom 

This world would smelt like what it is — a tomb ; 

Who is, what others seem : — his room no doubt 

Is still adorned by many a cast from Shout, 

With graceful flowers, tastefully placed about ; 

And coronals of bay from ribbons hung. 

And brighter wreaths in neat disorder flung, 

The gifts of the most learned among some dozens 

Of female friends, aist«rs-in-1aw and cousins. 

And there is he with his eternal puna. 

Which beat the dullest brain for smiles, lik9 duns 

Thundering for money at a poet's door ; 

Alas ! it is no use to say, " I'm poor I " 

Or ofl in graver mood, when he will look 

Things wiser than were ever said in book. 
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Except in Shakspeare's wisest tenderness. 
You will see H — , and I cannot express 
His virtues, though I know that they are great, 
Because he locks, then barricades, the gate 
Within which they inhabit ; — of his wit. 
And wisdom, you '11 cry out when you are bit 
He is a pearl within an oyster-shell. 
One of the richest of the deep. And there 
Is English P — with his mountain Fair 
Turned into a Flamingo, — ^that shy bird 
That gleams i' the Indian air. Have you not 

heard 
When a man marries, dies, or turns Hindoo, 
His best friends hear no more of him ? but you 
Will see him, and will like him too, I hope, 
With the milk-white Snowdonian Antelope 
Matched with his camelopard ; his fine wit 
Makes such a wound, the knife is lost in it ; 
A strain too learned for a shallow age, 
Too wise for selfish bigots ; — let his page. 
Which charms the chosen spirits of the age, 
Fold itself up for a serener clime 
Of years to come, and find its recompense 
In that just expectation. Wit and sense, 
Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 
Are all combined in Horace Smith. — And these, 
With some exceptions, which I need not tease 
Your patience by descanting on, are all 
You and I know in London. 
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I recall 
' thoughiB, and bid you look upon llie night : 
water does a sponge, so the moonlight 
Is the void, hollow, universal air. 
lat see yon ? — tJnpavilioned heaven is fair, 
lether the moon, into her chamher gone, 
lyea midnight to the golden stars, or wan 
ml>s with diminished beams the azure steep ; 
whether clouds sail o'er the inverse deep, 
oted by the many-wandering blast, 
d the rare stars rush through them, dim and last. 

this is beautiful in every land, 
t what see you beside ? A shabby stand 
hackney-coaches^ — a brick house or wall 
ncing some lonely court, white with the scrawl 
our unhappy politics ;— or worse — 
nretcbed woman reeling by, whose curse 
Ked with the watchman's, partner of her trade, 
u must accept in place of serenade — 

yellow-haired PoUonia murmuring 

Henry, some unutterable thing. 

ee a chaos of green leaves and fruit 
ilt round dark caverns, even to the root 
the living stems who feed them ; in whose 

bowers, 
ere sleep in their dark dew the folded flowers ; 
yond, the surface of the unsickled corn 
embles not in the slumbering air, and borne 
circles quaint, and ever-changing dance, 
le winged stars the fire-flies flash and glance 
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Pale in the open moonshine ; but each one 
Under the dark trees seems a little sun, 
A meteor tamed ; a fixed star gone astray 
From the silver regions of the Milky-way. 
Afar the Contadino's song is heard, 
Rude, but made sweet by distance ; — ^and a bird 
Which cannot be a nightingale, and yet 
I know none else that sings so sweet as it 
At this late hour ; — and then all is still : — 
Now Italy or London, which you will I 

Next winter you must pass with me ; I '11 have 
My house by that turned into a grave 
Of dead despondence and low-thoughted care, 
And all the dreams which our tormentors are. 

O that Hunt and were there. 

With every thing belonging to them fair ! — 
We will have books ; Spanish, Italian, Greek, 
And ask one week to make another week 
As like his father, as I 'm unlike mine. 
Though we eat little flesh and drink no wine, 
Yet let 's be merry ; we '11 have tea and toast ; 
Custards for supper, and an endless host 
Of syllabubs and jellies and mince-pies. 
And other such lady -like luxuries, — 
Feasting on which we will philosophize, [wood, 
And we '11 have fires out of the Grand Duke's 
To thaw the six weeks' winter in our blood. 
And then we '11 talk ; — what shall we talk about ? 
Oh ! there are themes enough for many a bout 



:Ied descant ; as Co nerves — ■ 
irallelograms and curves 
ngle them if once they dare 
ben 3'ou are with me (here. 
ver more sip laudanum 
Himeros ; • — well, come, 
• " and of the devil, 
riendly philosophic revel 
3 time ; — till buds and flowers 

inevitable hours 

sad parting to renew : — 
esh woods and pastures new." 



ary, are you critic-bitien, 
I, though dead,) by some rev 
I these verses I have writl* 
ill no story, false or irue ! 
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What, though no mice are caught by a young 
kitten, 
May it not leap and play as grown cats do, 
Till its claws come ? JPrithee, for this one time, 
Content thee_witha visionary rhyme. 

II. 

What hand would crush the silken-winged fly, 
The youngest of inconstant April's minions, 

Because it cannot climb the purest sky, 
Where the swan sings, amid the sun's 
dominions ? 

Not thine. Thou knowest 'tis its doom to die, 
When day shall hide within her twilight 
pinions. 

The lucent eyes, and the eternal smile. 

Serene as thine, which lent it life awhile. 

III. 

To thy fair feet a winged Vision came. 

Whose date should have been longer than a 
day. 

And o'er thy head did beat its wings for fame. 
And in thy sight its fading plumes display ; 

The watery bow burned in the evening flame. 
But the shower fell, the swift Sun went his 
way — 

And that is dead. — 0, let me not believe 

That any thing of mine is fit to live I 



nforms US he was nineteen jears 
md retouching Peter Bell ; 
urels with the killing tears 
care, so that their roots lo helt 
ind their wide branches blot ihe 

nith dewy leaves and flowers ; 

1 

flven and Earth conspire to foil 

gardener's blundering toil. 



ed IS not BO sweet a creature 
Lucy, whom his graceful praise 
r grandsons — but she matches 

x)k nineteen years, and she three 

jigbt the vest of flowing metre 
he, proud as dandy with bis stays, 
L his wiry limbs a dress 
MIT's "looped and windowed 



iter, you will see a fellow. 
Hell's hyperequatorial climate 
a sulphureous yellow : 
[, hardly fit to fling a rhyme at ; 
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In shape a Scaramouch, in hue Othello, 

If you unreil my Witch, no priest nor primate 
Can shrive you of that sin, — if sin there be 
In love, when it becomes idolatry. 



THE WITCH OF ATLAS. 

I. 

Before those cruel Twins, whom at one birth 
Incestuous Change bore to her father Time, 

Error and Truth, had hunted from the earth 
All those bright natures which adorned its 
prime. 

And left us nothing to believe in, worth 
The pains of putting into learned rhyme, 

A lady-witch there lived on Atlas' mountain 

Within a cavern by a secret fountain. 

II. 

Her mother was one of the Atlantidet : 
The all-beholding Sun had ne'er beholden 

In his wide voyage o'er continents and seas 
So fair a creature, as she lay enfolden 

In the warm shadow of her loveliness ; — 

He kissed her with his beams, and made all 
golden 

The chamber of gray rock in which she lay — 

She, in that dream of joy, dissolved away. 
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III. 

Tis said, ehe was first cLanged into a rapour, 
L into a cloud, such clouds as flit, 
our-winged moths about a taper, 
e red west when the sud dies in it; 
ito a meteor, such as caper 
ips when the moon is in a fit ; 
}ne of those mysterious stars 
themselves between the Earth and 



he Mother of the Months had bent 
beside the folding-star, and bidden 
iright sign the billows to indent 
deserted sand: like children chidden, 
mand they ever came and went: — 
that cave a dewy splendour hidden, 
and motion : with the living form 
H>died Power, Ihe cave grew warm. 



Jy garmented in light 

r own beauty — deep her eyes, as are 

igs of unfathomable night 

xiugh a tempest's cloven roof; — her 

dim brain whirls dizzy with delight. 
; herform ; — her soft smiles shone afar, 
V voice was heard like love, and dr<;w 
bings towards this wonder new. 
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VI. 

And first the spotted camelopard came, 

' And then the wise and fearless elephant ; 
Then the sly serpent, in the golden flame 

Of his own volumes intervolved ; — all gaunt 
And sanguine heasts her gentle looks made tame. 

They drank before her at her sacred fount : 
And every beast of beating heart grew bold, 
Such gentleness and power even to behold. 

VII. 

The brinded lioness led forth her young, 

That she might teach them how they should 
forego 

Their inborn thirst of death ; the pard unstrung 
His sinews at her feet, and sought to know, 

With looks whose motions spoke without a tongue. 
How he might be as gentle as the doe. 

The magic circle of her voice and eyes 

All savage natures did imparadise. 

VIII. 

And old Silenus, shaking a green stick 
Of lilies, and the wood-gods in a crew 

Came, blithe, as in the olive copses thick 
Cicadas are, drunk with the noonday dew : 

And Driope and Faunus followed quick. 

Teasing the God to sing them something new. 

Till in this cave they found the lady lone, 

Sitting upon a seat of emerald stone. 



TBB WITCH OF ATLAS. 
IX. 

rtal Pan, 'tis said, was there, 
ugh none san him, — through the 

p mountains, through the tracklees air, 

ough those liviog spirits, like a want, 

out of hia everlastiug lair 

he quick heart of the great world doth 

it, 

lat wondrous lady all alone, — 

it him upon her emerald throue. 



nymph of stream and spreading tree, 
iry shepherdess of Ocean's flocks, 
s her white waves over the green sea; 
I, with the brine on his gray locksr 
t Friapus with his company, 
3, much wondering how the enwombed 
ks 

s brought forth so beautiful a birth ; — 
ubdued Ibeir wonder and their mirth. 



man and the mountain maidens came, 
: rude kings of pastoral Garamant— r 
its shook wilhiii them, as a flame 
the air under a cavern gaunt : 
uid Polyphemes, by many a name, 
3 and Satyrs, and such shapes as haunt 
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Wet clefts, — and lumps neither alive nor dead, 
Dog-headed, bosom-eyed, and bird-footed. 

XII. 

For she was beautiful : her beauty made 

The bright world dim, and every thing beside 

Seemed like the fleeting image of a shade : 
No thought of living spirit could abide 

(Which to her looks had ever been betrayed) 
On any object in the world sd wide. 

On any hope within the circling skies. 

But on her form, and in her inmost eyes. 

XIII. 

Which when the lady knew, she took her spindle 
And twined three threads of fleecy mist, and 
three 

Long lines of light, such as the dawn may kindle 
The clouds and waves and mountains with, and 
she 

As many sfar-beams, ere their lamps could dwindle 
In the belated moon, wound skilfully ; 

And with these threads a subtle veil she wove — 

A shadow for the splendour of her love. 

XIV. 

The deep recesses of her odorous dwelling 
Were stored with magic treasures — sounds of air, 

Which had the power all spirits of compelling. 
Folded in cells of crystal silence there ; 
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Such as we hear tn youth, and think the feeling 

Will never die — yet ere we are aware. 
The feeliiig and the sound are fled and gone, 
'-■■-' - i-et they leave remains alone. 



ly visions swift, and sweet, and quaint, 

s thin sbealb like a chtysalis ; 

to burst forth, some weak and faint 

!oft burthen of intensest blisn 

i. to bear to many a saint 

art adores the shrine which holiest is, 

i — and others white, green, gray, and 

iiapes — and each was at ber beck. 



in a kind of aviary 

looming Eden-treea she kept, 

lating net, a love-sick Fairy [slept; 

in from dew-beama while the moon yet 

le wired window of a dairy, 

t their vans ; and each was an adept, 

[andmissioned, making wings of winds, 

t thoughts or sad, in destined minds. 

XTII. 

clear and sweet, whose healthful might 
dicine the sick soul to happy sleep, 
eternal death into a night 
IS dreams — or if eyes needs must weep 
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Could make their tears all wonder and delight^ 

She in her crystal vials did closely keep : 
If men could drink of those clear vials, 'tis said 
The living were not envi6d of the dead. 

XVIII. 

Her cave was stored with scrolls of strange device, 
The works of some Saturnian Archimage, 

Which taught the expiations at whose price 
Men from the Gods might win that happy age 

Too lightly lost, redeeming native vice ; [rage 
And which might quench the earth-consuming 

Of gold and blood — till men should live and move 

Harmonious as the sacred stars above. 

XIX. 

And how all things that seem untameable, 
Not to be checked and not to be confined, 

Obey the spells of wisdom's wizard skill ; 

Time, Earth and Fire — the Ocean and the Wind, 

And all their shapes — and man's imperial will ; 
And other scrolls whose writings did unbind 

The inmost lore of Love — let the profane 

Tremble to ask what secrets they contain. 

XX. 

And wondrous works of substances unknown. 
To which the enchantment of her father's power 

Had changed those ragged blocks of savage stone, 
Were heaped in the recesses of her bower ; 
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Carved lamps and chalices, and phials which shone 
In tbeit own golden beams — each like a flower, 
Out of whose depth a fire-fly shakes his light 
Under a CToress in a starless night 



ved alone in this wild home, 
Loughts were each a minister, 
iselvea or with the ocean-foam, 
s wind, or with the speed of fire, 
.tever purposes migliC come' 
iud : such power her mighty Sire 
n with, whether to fly or run, 
;he regions which he shines upon. 

XXII. 

ymphs and Hamadryades, 
I Ifaiods with long needy locks, 
her bidding through the seas, 
earlh, and ia the hollow rocks, 
lath the matted roots of trees, 
: gnarled heart of stubtfom oaks, 
it live for ever in the light 
; presence — each a satellite. 

XXllI. 

ot be," the wizard maid replied ; 
itaina where the Naiadee bedew 
;hair,at length are drained and dried; 
oaks forget their strength, and strew 
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Their latest leaf upon the mountains wide : 
The boundless ocean, like a drop of dew 
Will be consumed — the stubborn centre must 
Be scattered, like a cloud of summer dust. 

XXIV. 

"And ye with them will perish one by one : 
If I must sigh to think that this shall be, 

If I must weep when the surviving Sun 
Shall smile on your decay — Oh, ask not me 

To love you till your little race is run ; 

I cannot die as ye must— over me [yo dwell 

Your leaves shall glance — the streams in which 

Shall be my paths henceforth, and so farewell ! " 

XXV. 

She spoke and wept : the dark and azure well 
Sparkled beneath the shower of her bright tears, 

And every little circlet where they fell 

Flung to the cavern-roof inconstant spheres 

And intertangled lines of light : — a knell 
Of sobbing voices came upon her ears 

From those departing Forms, o*er the serene 

Of the white streams and of the forest green. 

icxvi. 

All day the wizard lady sat aloof, 

Spelling out scrolls of dread antiquity, 

Under the cavern's fountain-lighted roof; 
Or broidering the pictured poesy 
VOL. in. 6 
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upoQ her growing woof^ 

. splendour of ber smiles conld 



hearen — and ever she 

to the wrought poesy. 



h lay blazing many a piece 
rare gums, and cinnamon ; 
how beautiful fire is ; 
is as a precious atone 
loving light, and this 
and all who gaze upon, 
it not, for in her band 
at dimmed the burning brand. 



tpt, but lay in trance 
the fountain — as in sleep. 
;lowed in her beauty's glance : 
en splendour of the water deep 
Uations reel and dance 
ind. withal did ever keep 
contemplations calm, 
:i3ed feet, and folded palm. 

ZXIX. 

lirlwinds and the clouds de- 
pinnacles of that cold hill, 
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She passed at dewfall to a space extended, 
Where, in a lawn of flowering asphodel 

Amid a wood of pines and cedars blended, 
There yawned an inextinguishable well 

Of crimson fire, full even to the brim, 

And overflowing all the margin trim. 

XXX. 

Within the which she lay when the fierce war 
Of wintry winds shook that innocuous liquor 

In many a mimic moon and bearded star, 

O'er woods and lawns — the serpent heard it 
flicker 

In sleep, and dreaming still, he crept afar — 
And when the windless snow descended 
thicker 

Than autumn leaves, she watched it as it came 

Melt on the surface of the level flame. 

XXXI. 

She had a Boat which some say Vulcan 
wrought 

For Venus, as the chariot of her star ; 
But it was found too feeble to be fraught 

With all the ardours in that sphere which 
are, 
And so she sold it, and Apollo bought 

And gave it to his daughter : from a car 
Changed to the fairest and the lightest boat 
Which ever upon mortal stream did float. 



THE WITCn OF ATLAS. 
XKXII. 

ij, that, when but three hours old, 
om Love out of his cradle leapt, 
in Chaos with his wings of gold, 
. horticultural adept, 
^ seed, and wrapt it up in mould, 
I it in his mother's star, and kept 
ill the summer with sweet dew, 
wings fanning it as it grew. 



TCw Btrong and green — the snowy 

he long and goufd-like fruit began 
ight and dew by inward power 
Bubatance : woven tracery ran 
■texture, ribbed and branching, o'er 
rind, like a leaf's veined fan, 
ve scooped this boat, and with soft 

ind tbe circumfluous ocean. 

XXXIT. 

: moored upon her fount, and lit 
)irit within all its frame, 
e Boul of Bwiflness into it. 
n the fountain like a panther tame, 
vain at Evan's feet that sit ; 
''esta's sceptre a swift flame, 
lomer's heart a winged thought, — 
pectation lay the boat. 
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XXXV. 

Then by strange art she kneaded fire and snow 
Together, tempering the repugnant mass 

With liquid love — all things together grow 
Through which the harmony of love can pass ; 

And a fair Shape out of her hands did flow 
A living Image, which did far surpass 

In beauty that bright shape of vital stone 

Which drew the heart out of Pygmalion. 

XXXVI. 

A sexless thing it was, and in its growth 
It seemed to have developed no defect 

Of either sex, yet all the grace of both, — 

In gentleness and strength its limbs were decked; 

The bosom lightly swelled with its full youth, 
The countenance was such as dight select 

Some artist that his skill should never die, 

Imaging forth such perfect purity. 

XXXVII. 

From its smooth shoulders hung two rapid wings, 
Fit to have borne it to the seventh sphere, 

Tipt with the speed of liquid lightnings. 
Dyed in the ardours of the atmosphere : 

She led her creature to the boiling springs 
Where the light boat was moored, and said — 
" Sit here ! " 

And pointed to the prow, and took her seat 

Beside the rudder with opposing feet. 
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Sonti the 

ound their inl&nd islets, and amid 
lanther-peopled forests, whose shade cast 
rkness and odours, and a pleasure hid 
slancholj' gloom, the pinnace passed ; 
' maay a atar-sniTounded pyramid 
f crag cleaving the purple tkj, 
caverns yawning round unfathomably. 

ZZZIX. 

inlver moon into that winding deO, 
ith slanted gleam athwart the forest tops, 
jered tike golden evening, feebly fell ; 
green and glowing light, like that which drops 
L folded lilies in which glow-worms dwell, 
hen earth over her face night's mantle wraps ; 
een the severed mountains lay on high 
the stream, a narrow rift of sky. 



ever as she went, the Image lay 

ith folded wings and unawakened eyes ; 

o'er its gentle countenance did play 

le busy dreams, as thick as summer files, 

ing the rapid smiles that would not stay, 

d drinking the warm tears, and the sweet sighs 

ling, which, with busy murmur vain, 

' had aroused from that full heart and braiu. 
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XU. 

And eyer down tlie prone Tale, like a doiid 
Upon a stream of wind, the pinnace went : 

Now lingering on the pools, in which abode 
The calm and darkness of the deep, content 

In which thej paosed ; now o*er the shallow road 
Of white and dancing waters, all besprent 

With sand and polished pebbles : — mortal boat 

In such a shallow rapid could not float 

XLn. 

And down the earthquaking cataracts, which 
shiver 

Their snow-like waters into golden air, 
Or under chasms un&thomable ever 

Sepulchre them, till in their rage they tear 
A subterranean portal for the river. 

It fled — the circling sunbows did upbear 
Its fall down the hoar precipice of spray. 
Lighting it far upon its lampless way. 

XLIII. 

And when the wizard lady would ascend 
The labyrinths of some many- winding vale. 

Which to the inmost mountain upward tend — 
She called " Hermaphroditus ! " and the pale 

And heavy hue which slumber could extend 
Over its lips and eyes, as on the gale 

A rapid shadow from a slope of grass. 

Into the darkness of the stream did pass. 
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XHT. 

ed ils heaven-coloured pinions, 
of fire Epotting the Btream beloW; 
ive into the Sun's dominions 
gloiy, like the golden glow 
ing clothes her emerald- winged 

13, 

lyen with fine feathery snow 
it splendour of intensest rime, 
rost paints the pines in winter time. 



rionowed the Elysian air 

r hung about that lady bright, 

real vans — and speeding there, 

' up the torrent of the night, 

>le in the morning glare 

he whirlwiad with impetuous flight, 

oared by those eachanted wings, 

irce streams towards their upper 

9. 

XLvr. 
shed like sunlight by the prow 
wandering meteor flung to Heaven ; 
leemed as if its waves did flow 
flown the mountains, — loosely driven 
diant hair streamed to and fro ; 
le billows having vtunly striven 
1 impetuous, roared to feel 
1 steady motion of the keeL 
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XLVn. 

Or, when the weary moon was in the wane, 
Or in the noon of interlunar night, 

The lady-witch in visions could not chain 
Her spirit ; but sailed forth under the light 

Of shooting stars, and bade extend amain 

His storm-outspeeding wings, th' Hermaphro- 
dite ; 

She to the Austral waters took her way, 

Beyond the fabulous Thamondocana. 

. XL VIII. 

Where, like a meadow which no scythe has 
shaven, 
Which rain could never bend, or whirl-blast 
shake. 
With the antarctic constellations paven, 

Canopus and his crew, lay th* Austral lake — 
There 'she would build herself a windless haven 
Out of the clouds whose moving turrets 
make 
The bastions of the storm, when through 

the sky 
The spirits of the tempest thundered by. 

XLIX. 

A haven, beneath whose translucent floor 
The tremulous stars sparkled unfathomably, 

And around which the solid vapours hoar, 
Based on the level waters, to the sky 
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dreaidfal ct^a ; and like it sboie 
r moiiDtaias, inaccesajblj 
I with rtfts and precipices gi^Jt 
ig cragx, many a core and bay. 



the OQter lake beneath the lash 
inda' scourge, fowned like a woanded 

«ssaiit hail with stony clash 
I np the waters, and the flagging nlng 
ed cormorant in the lightning flash 
ike (he wreck of some wind-nandering 
f inky thnnder-smoke — this haven 
em to copy Heaven engraven. 



Iiat lady played her many pranks, 
the image of a shooting star, 
iger on Hydaspes' banks 

s the Antelopes which speediest are, 
. boat ; and many quips and cranks 
ed upon the water ; till the car 

from the misty east began. 



lie called out of the hallow turrets 
high clouds, white, golden, and ver- 
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The armies of her ministering spirits — 
In mighty legions million afler million 

They came, each troop emblazoning its merits 
On meteor flags ; and many a proud pavilion, 

Of the intertexture of the atmosphere. 

They pitched upon the plain of the calm mere. 

Lin. 

They framed the imperial tent of their great 
Queen 

Of woven exhalations, underlaid 
With lambent lightning-fire, as may be seen 

A dome of thin and open ivory inlaid 
With crimson silk — cressets from the serene 

Hung there, and on the water for her tread, 
A tapestry of fleece-like mist was strewn, 
Dyed in the beams of the ascending moon. 

LIV. 

And on a throne o'erlaid with starlight, caught 

Upon those wandering isles of aery dew, 
Which highest shoals of mountain shipwreck not. 
She sate, and heard all that had happened 
new 
Between the earth and moon since they had 
brought 
The last intelligence — and now she grew 
Pale as that moon, lost in the watery night — 
And now she wept, and now she laughed out- 
right. 
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were lame pleasures. — She would often 

steepest ladder of the crudded rack 
ome iH^ed cape of cloud sublime, 
like Arion on the Dolphin's back 
uging through the shoreless air. OA 

iwing the serpent lightiung*a winding 

track, 

I upon the platforms of tlie wind, 

ighed to hear the fire-balls roar behind. 



netiioes to those streatns of upper air, 
li whirl the earth in its diurnal round, 
uld ascend, and win the spirits there 
:t her join their chorus. Mortals found 
I those days the sky was calm and fair, 
mystic snatches of harmonious sound 
'ed upon the earth where'er she passed, 
ppy thoughts of hope, too sweet to UsL 

LTJl. 

* choice sport was, in the hours of sleep, 
lide adown old Nilus, when he threads 
Uld ^Ethiopia, from the steep 
tmost Axum^, until he spreads, 
calm flock of silver-fleeced sheep, 
vaters on the plain: and crested heads 
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Of cities and proud temples gleam amid, , 

And many a vapour-belted pyramid. 

LVin. 

By Moeris and the Mareotid lakes, 

Strewn with faint blooms like bridal chamber 
floors ; 
Where naked boys bridling tame water-snakes, 

Or charioteering ghastly alligators, 
Had left on the sweet waters mighty wakes 

Of those huge forms : — within the brazen doors 
Of the great Labyrinth slept both boy and beast, 
Tired with the pomp of their Osirian feast. 

LIX. 

And where within the surface of the river 
The shadows of the massy tem'ples lie. 

And never are erased — ^but tremble ever 

Like things which every cloud can doom to die, 

Through lotus-pav'n canals, and wheresoever 
The works of man pierced that serenest sky 

With tombs, and towers, and fane, 'twas her 
delight 

To wander in the shadow of the night. 

LX. 

With motion like the spirit of that wind 

Whose soft step deepens slumber, her light feet 

Past through the peopled haunts of human kind. 
Scattering sweet visions from her presence sweet 
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)ughfaneami palace-court and labyrinth mined 
lark and subterranean etreet 
through chambers high and deep 
ng niorlals in their sleep. 



it was to see 
•A in all the shapes of sleep. 
er-twins in infancy ; 
>uth who in his dreams did weep ; 
rs linked innocently 
ocks which over both did creep 
e stem ; — and there lay calm, 
ET-bright hair and folded palm. 

LXII. 

:d forms of sleep. she saw, 
ored in a holy song, 
•f supernatural awe, 
linings of vision ed wrong, 
of cualom's lawless law 
the brows of old and young: 
wizard maiden, " is the strife 
iquid surface of man's life." 

I sight disturb her soul — 
mariners of that wide lake, 
■es extend or billows roil, 
piloted and starless make 
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O r its wide surface to an unknown goal, — 

But she in the calm depths her way could take 
Where in bright bowers immortal forms abide, 
Beneath the weltering of the restless tide. 

LXIV. 

And she saw princes couched under the glow 
Of sun-like gems ; and round each temple-court 

In dormitories ranged, row after row, 

She saw the priests asleep, — ^all of one sort, 

For all were educated to be so. 

The peasants in their huts, and in the port 

The sailors she saw cradled on the waves, 

And the dead lulled within their dreamless graves. 

LXV. 

And all the forms in which those spirits lay, 
Were to her sight like the diaphanous 

Veils, in which those sweet ladies oft array 
Their delicate limbs, who would conceal from us 

Only their scorn of all concealment : they 
Move in the light of their own beauty thus. 

But these and all now lay with sleep upon them, 

And little thought a Witch was looking on them. 

LXVI. 

She all those human figures breathing there 
Beheld as living spirits — to her eyes 

The naked beauty of the soul lay bare, 

And often through a rude and worn disguise 
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: inner form most bright and iair-^ 
, — she had a cbarm of strange device, 
mured on mnte lips with tender tone, 
: that spirit mingle with her ona. 

LITII. 

■& 1 what wonldst thou have given 
a charm, when Tilhon became gray ? 
ch, Venua, of thy silver heaven 
thou have yielded, ere Proserpina 
<h ! why not all ?) the debt forgiven 
tar Adonis had been doomed to pay, 
^h who woold have taught yoo it ? 
doth not know its valoe yet. 

after times her spirit free 

lat love was, and felt itself alone— 

ian could not chaster be 

le stooped to kiss Eodymion, 

his lady — like a sexless bee 

ill blossoms, and confined to none — 

le mortal forms, the wizard-maiden 

I an eye serene and heart unladen. 

LXIX. 

e saw most beautiful, she gave 
panacea in a crystal bowl. 
. in their deep sleep of that sweet wave, 
1 thenceforward as if some control, 
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Mightier than life, were in them ; and the grave 
Of such, when death oppressed the weary soul, 
Was as a green and over-arching bower 
Lit bj the gems of many a starry flower. 

LXX. 

For on the night that they were buried, she 
Restored the embalmers' ruining and shook 

The light out of the funeral lamps, to be 
A mimic day within that deathy nook ; 

And she unwound the woven imagery 

Of second childhood's swaddling bands, and took 

The coffin, its last cradle, from its niche. 

And threw it with contempt into a ditch. 

LXXI. 

And there the body lay, age after age, 

Mute, breathing, beating, warm, and undecaying. 

Like one asleep in a green hermitage. 

With gentle sleep about its eyelids playing, 

And living in its dreams beyond the rage 

Of death or life ; while they were still arraying 

In liveries ever new the rapid, blind. 

And fleeting generations of mankind. 

i.XXII. 

And she would write strange dreams upon the brain 
Of those who were less beautiful, and make 

All harsh and crooked purposes more vain 
Than in the desert is the serpent's wake 
VOL. in. 7 



iHuiL cuxtnsu — cuL air -fnu- son: 



rm:*t* wiv-Jli -w"^ aai ex;imatmit fiZ. 

I HfAi-i^ won ; acii Wi i^ IkitinJi saA 
■me: ai^uiiiit dj^ UMi^ht -iuMxm. ami jmll 

lUyral letters lo eaefa d 



ing woald dt«» an ape up in hb oovn 
1 nibea, and seal bim aa hi$ g)orio«K mU, 
a Ibe right band of tbe snolike ibrooe 
dU place a gaody nwck-faird lo repeal 
liaiterin^ tX the moikkej. — Ererf one 
tbe prone coorttere crawled to kiss Ibe feet 
ir great Emperor when tbe morning came; 
iwwd — alas, bow manf kiss the same ! 



ridiera dreamed that tbej were blacksmiths, 
and 
Iked oat of qoartere in eomnambalism, 
\ tbe red anvils yaa might eee them stand 
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Like Cyclopses in Vulcan's sooty abysm, 
Beating their swords to ploughshares ; — in a band 

The gaolers sent those of the liberal schism 
Free through the streets of Memphis ; much, I wis, 
To the annoyance of king Amasis. 

LXXVI. 

And timid lovers who had been so coy, 

They hardly knew whether they loved or not, 

Would rise out of their rest, and take sweet joy. 
To the fulfilment of their inmost thought; 

And when next day the maiden and the boy 
Met one another, both, like sinners caught. 

Blushed at the thing which each believed was done 

Only in fancy — till the tenth moon shone ; 

Lxxvn. 

And then the Witch would let them take no ill : 
Of many thousand schemes which lovers find 

The Witch found one, — ^and so they took their fill 
Of happiness in marriage wai:m and kind* 

Friends who, by practice of some envious skill, 
Were torn apart, a wide wound, mind from mind ! 

She did unite again with visions clear 

Of deep affection and of truth sincere. 

Lxxvni. 

These were the pranks she played among the cities 

Of mortal men, and what she did to sprites 
And Gods, entangling them in her sweet ditties, 
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To do her will, and show their subtle slights, 
I will declare another time ; for it is 

A tale more fit for the weird winter nights — 
Than for these garish summer days, when we 
Scarcely believe much more than we can see. 



TO THE MOON. 

Abt thou pale for weariness 
Of climbing heaven, and gazing on the earth. 

Wandering companionless 
Among the stars that have a different birth, — 
And ever-changing, like a joyless eye 
That finds no object worth its constancy ? 
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ODE TO NAPLES* 

EPODE I. a. 

I STOOD within the city disinterred ; f 
And heard the autumnal leaves like light foot- 
falls 
Of spirits passing through the streets ; and heard 
The Mountain's slumberous voice at intervals 
Thrill through those roofless halls ; 
The oracular thunder penetrating shook 

The listening soul in my suspended blood ; 
I felt that Earth out of her deep heart spoke — 
I felt, but heard not : — through white columns 
glowed 
The isle-sustaining Ocean flood, 
A plane of light between two heavens of azure : 
Around me gleamed many a bright sepulchre 
Of whose pure beauty. Time, as if his pleasure 
Were to spare Death, had never made erasure ; 

* The Author has conpected many recollections of his visit 
to Pompeii and Baia with the enthnsiasm excited by the in- 
telligence of the proclamation of a Constitutional Goyemment 
at Naples. This has given a tinge of picturesque and de- 
scriptive imagery to the introductory Epodes, which depict- 
ure the scenes and some of the majestic feelings permanently 
connected with the scene of this animating event. — Author's 
Note, 

t PompeiL 
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But every living liDeament was clear 
Ah id the sculptor'a thought ; and there 
wreaths of atony myrtle, ivy and pine, 
like winter leaves o'ei^rown by moulded snow, 
eemed only not to move and grow 
Becanse the crystal silence of the air 
ighed on their life i even as the power divine, 
ich then lulled all things, brooded upon mine. 



Then gentle winds arose, 

"With many a mingled dose 
vild ^olian sound and mountain odour keen ; 

And where the Baian ocean 

Welters with air-like motion, 
hin, above, around its bowers of starry green, 
[oving the sea-iiowers in those purple caves, 
Iven as the ever stonnless atmosphere 
Floats o'er the Elysian realm, 
t bore me ; (like an Angel, o'er the waves 
f sunlight, whose swift pinnace of dewy air 

No storm can overwhelm 5) 

I sailed where ever flows 

Under the calm Serene 

A spirit of deep emotion. 

From the unknown graves 

Of the dead kings of melody.* 
dowy Aomoa darkened o'er the helm 

* Hom«i Djid Virgil. 
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The honzontal aether ; heaven stript bare 

Its depths over Elysium, where the prow 

Made the invisible water white as snow ; 

From that Typhaean mount, Inarime, 

There streamed a sunlit vapour, like the standard 

Of some ethereal host ; 

Whilst from all the coast, 
Louder and louder, gathering round, there 

wandered 
Over the oracular woods and divine sea 
Prophesyings which grew articulate — 
They, seize me — I must speak them ; — be they 

fate! 

STBOPHB a. 1. 

Naples ! thou Heart of men, which ever pantest 

Naked, beneath the lidless eye of heaven ! 
Elysian City, which to calm enchantest 

The mutinous air and sea ! they round thee, even 
As sleep round Love, are driven ! 
Metropolis of a ruined Paradise 

Long lost, late won, and yet but half regained ! 
Bright Altar of the bloodless sacrifice, 
Which armed Victory offers up unstained 
To Love, the flower-enchained ! 
Thou which wert once, and then didst cease to be, 
Now art, and henceforth ever shalt be, free. 
If Hope, and Truth, and Justice can avail. 
Hail, hail, all hail ! 
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'hou youngest giant birth, 

FTiich from the groaning earth 

clothed in armour of impenetrable scale ! 

jast of the Intercessors 

Fho 'gainst the Crowned Tranagressors 

before God's love ! Arrayed in "Wisdom's 

mail, 
Vave thy lightning lance in mirth ; 
Tor let thy high heart fail, 

from their hundred gates the leagued 
Ip pressors, 
rried legions move ! Hail, hail, &11 hail I 



ough Cimmerian Anarchs dare blaspheme 
om and thee ? thy shield is as a mirror 
! their blind slaves see, and with fierce 

ra his hungry sword upon the wearer; 

L new Action's error 

iira have been — devoured by their own 

bounds ! 
>u like the imperial Basilisk, 
hy foe with unapparent wounds t 
on oppression, till, at that dread risk 
it, she pass from the Earth's disk ; 
T but gaze — for freemen mightier grow, 
'68 more feeble, gazing on their foe. 
pe, and Truth, and Justice may avail, 
shalt be great. — All Bail ! 
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ANTIBTBOPHB /?. 2. 

From Freedom's form divine, 

From Nature's inmost shrine, 
Strip every impious gawd, rend Error veil by 
veil : 

O'er Ruin desolate. 

O'er Falsehood's fallen state, 
Sit thou sublime, unawed ; be the Destroyer pale I 

And equal laws be thine. 

And winged words let sail, 
Freighted with truth even from the throne of 

God: 
That wealth, surviving fate, be thine. — ^All hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE C. y. 

Didst thou not start to hear Spain's thrilling psean 

From land to land re-echoed solemnly, 
Till silence became music ? From the -ZEaean * 
To the cold Alps, eternal Italy 
Starts to hear thine ! 'The Sea 
Which paves the desert streets of Venice, laughs 

In light and music ; widowed Genoa wan, 
By moonlight spells ancestral epitaphs. 
Murmuring, where is Doria ? fair Milan, 
Within whose veins long ran 
The viper's t palsying venom, lifts her heel 
To bruise his head. The signal and the seal 

* ^»a, the Island of Circe. 

t The viper was the armorial device of the Visconti, ty- 
rants of Milan. 
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[ TO NAPLES. 



(If Hope, aod Truth, and Justice can a 
Art thminfflii these hopea. — hail! 



beneath the sun, 
Bireet one, 

;r bower for Freedom's eipeet- 

9 of qaenchleds hope 
'S the priestly cope, 
power, so now by admiration, — 
) stnpt to ran 
imoter station 

:e lost on Fhilippi's shore : — 
Truth, and Justice did avail, 
raud and Wrong 1 hail I 

BPODE 1. 0. 

:^ as of the Earth-born Forma 
rt the ever-living Gods ? 
rkness of a thousand storms 
inaccessible abodes 
ad thunder-clouds ? 
rs blazoned to the day, 
1 emblems of barbaric pride F 
kill Sileoce far away, 
leaven which wraps our Eden 

light is dyed, 
he North lead forUi their legions 
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Like Chaos o'er creation, un creating ; 
An hundred tribes nourished on strange religions 
And lawless slaveries, — down the aerial regions 

Of the white Alps, desolating, 

Famished wolves that bide no waiting. 
Blotting the glowing footsteps of old glory. 
Trampling our columned cities into dust. 

Their dull and savage lust 
On Beauty's corse to sickness satiating — 
They come ! The fields they tread look black 

and hoary 
With fire — ^from their red feet the streams run 

gory! 

BFODB II. /?. 

Great Spirit, deepest Love I 
'Which rulest and dost move 
All things which live and are, within the Italian 
shore ; 
Who spreadest heaven around it. 
Whose woods, rocks, waves, surround it ; 
Who sittest in thy star, o'er Ocean's western floor. 

Spirit of beauty ! at whose soft command 
The sunbeams and the showers distil its foison 
From the Earth's bosom chill ; 
bid those beams be each a blinding brand 
Of lightning ! bid those showers be dews of poi- 
son I 
Bid the Earth's plenty kill ! 
Bid thy bright Heaven above. 



A 



d darkness bound it, 

who planned 

s and thine ! 

izing ardours fill 

o'«r the prone horizon 

twilight wave with fire — 

id unextinct desire 

'k thj will divine ! 

leams, antelopes from leo- 

d fears from Th,ee, 

■e swiftly flee, 

Trom the Ausonian ahep- 

rit, from thy stany ahrine 
>r withholdest. Oh let be 
y worship, ever free ! 



Qg, the bleak wind is wail- 

[dying, 

igbing, the pale flowers are 

i-bed, in a shroud of leaves 
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Come, months, come away, 
From November to May, 
In your saddest array ; 
Follow the bier 
Of the dead cold year, 
And like dim shadows watch by her sepulchre. 

The chill rain is falling, the nipt worm is crawl- 

The rivers are swelling, the thunder is knelling 

For the year ; 
The blithe swallows are flown, and the lizards each 
gone 

To his dwelling ; 
Come, months, come away ; 
Put on white, black, and gray. 
Let your light sisters play — 
Ye, follow the bier 
Of the dead cold year, 
And make her grave green with tear on tear. 



DEATH. 

Death is here, and death is there. 
Death is busy everywhere, 
All around, within, beneath. 
Above is death — and we are death. 



>4- 



is mark and Beal 
nd all we feel, 
and all we fear, 



ires die — and then 
then our fears — and when 
the debt is dae, 
,t — and we die too. 

we love and cherish, 
must fade and perish ; 
e mortal lot — 
Id, did they not. 



IBEETY. 

answer each other; 
e echoed from zone to zone, 
ans awake one another, 
shaken round winter's throne, 
in of the Typhoon is blown. 

the lightning flashes, 

es are illumined around ; 

ling one city to ashes, 

lering and tottering ; the sonnd 

derground. 



THE world's wanderers. Ill 

But keener thy gaze thajj the lightning's glare, 
And swifter thy step than the earthquake's tramp ; 
Thou deafenest the rage of the ocean ; thy stare 
Makes blind the volcanoes ; the sun's bright lamp 
To thine is a fen-flre damp. 

From billow and mountain and exhalation 
The sunlight is darted through vapour and blast ; 
From spirit to spirit, from nation to nation, 
From city to hamlet, thy dawning is cast, — 
And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of night 
In the van of the morning light. 



THE WORLD'S WANDERERS. 

Tell me, thou star, whose wings of light 
Speed thee in thy fiery flight. 
In what cavern of the night 

Will thy pinions close now ? 

Tell me, moon, thou pale and gray 
Pilgrim of heaven's homeless way, 
In what depth of night or day 
Seekest thou repose now ? 

Weary wind, who wanderest 
Like the world's rejected guest, 
Hast thou still some secret nest 
On the tree or billow ? 



THE TOWEE OF FAMDTE.* 

t the desolation of a city, 

:h was the cradle, and is dow the grave, 

1 extinguished people; so that pity 

»8 o'er the shipwrecks of oblivion's vrave, 

J stands the Tower of Famine. It is built 

Bome prison-bomes,- whose dwellers rave 
iread, and goldjand blood: pain, linked to guilt, 
,tes the light flame of their hours, 

its vital oil is spent or spilt : 
s stands the pile, a lower amid the towers 
sacred domes ; each marble-ribbed roof, 
jrazen-galed temples, and the bowers 
ilitary wealth! the tempest-proof 
iona of the dark Italian air 
>y its presence dimmed — they stand aloof, 
are withdrawn — so that the world is hare, 

a spectre, wrapt in tbapeless terror, 
I a company of ladies fair 
Id glide and glow, till it became a mirror 
1 their beauty, and their hair and hue, 
life of their sweet eyes, with all its error, 
Id be ahsorbed, till they to marble grew. 

i Pisa there still «xi9ta the prison of Uj^llno, which 
y the Dame of " La Torre della Fame i " in the adjoin- 
lilding ihe galley-«laveB are confined, k ia Bitnaled 
ie Ponte al Mare on the Amo. 
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SUMMER AND WINTER. 

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon. 
Towards the end of the sunny month of June, 
When the north wind congregates in crowds 
The floating mountains of the silver clouds 
From the horizon — ^and the stainless sky 
Opens beyond them like eternity. 
All things rejoiced beneath the sun, the weeds, 
The river, and the corn-fields, and the reeds ; 
The willow leaves that glanced in the light breeze, 
And the firm foliage of the larger trees. 

It was a winter stich as when birds die 
In the deep forests ; and the fishes lie 
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes 
Even the mud and slime of the warm lakes 
A wrinkled clod, as hard as brick ; and when. 
Among their children, comfortable men 
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold: 
Alas ! then for the homeless beggar old I 



VOL. m. 8 



AN ALLEGORY. 

)BTAL as of shadowy adamant 
anda yawning on the highway of the life 
ch we all tread, a cavern huge and gaunt ; 
round it rages an unceasing strife 
hadows, like the. restless clouds that haunt 
ae gap of some cleft tnount^n, lifted high 
the whirlwinds of the upper sky. 

many passed it by with careless tread, 
at knowing that a shadowy [ J 

iks every traveller even to where the dead 
'ait peacefully for their companion new ; 
others, by more curious humour led, 
ause to examine, — Ihese are very few, 
they learn little there, except to know 
; shadows follow tbem where'er they go. 



SONNET. 

lasten to the dead ! What seek ye there, 
esiless thoughts and busy purposes 
he idle brain, which the world's livery wear? 
on quick Heart, which p&ntest to possess 
hat anticipation feignetb fair ! 
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Thou vainly curious Mind which wouldest guess 
Whence thou didst come, and whither thou mayest 

And that which never yet was known wouldst 

know — 
Oh, whither hasten ye, that thus ye press 
With such swift feet life's green and pleasant path, 
Seeking alike from happiness and woe 
A refuge in the cavern of gray death ? [you 

heart, and mind, and thoughts ! What thing do 
Hope to inherit in the grave below ? 



LINES TO A REVIEWER. 

Alas ! good friend, what profit can you see 
In hating such a hateless thing as me ? 
There is no sport in hate where all the rage 
Is on one side. In vain would you assuage 
Your frowns upon an unresisting smile, 
In which not even contempt lurks, to beguile 
Your heart, by some faint sympathy of hate. 
Oh conquer what you cannot satiate ! 
For to your passion I am far more coy 
Than ever yet was coldest maid or boy 
In winter noon. Of your antipathy 
If I am the Narcissus you are free 
To pine into a sound with hating me. 



NOTE ON THE POEMS OF 1820. 



BY THE EDITOR. 

Wb spent thd latter part of the year 1819 in Florence, 
where Shelley passed several hours daily in the Gallery, and 
made yarions notes on its ancient works of art. His thoughts 
were a good deal taken np also by the project of a steam- 
boat, undertaken by a friend, an engineer, to ply between 
Leghorn and Marseilles, for which he supplied a sum of 
money. This was a sort of plan to delight Shelley, and he 
was greatly disappointed when it was thrown aside. 

There was something in Florence that disagreed excessively 
with his health, and he suffered far more pain than usual; So 
much SO that we left it sooner than we intended, and removed 
to Pisa, where we had some friends, and, above all, where we 
could consult the celebrated Yacck, as to the cause of Shel- 
ley's sufferings. He, Bke every other medical man, could 
only guess at that, and gave little hope of immediate relief: 
he enjoined him to abstain from all physicians and medicine, 
and to leave his c(»nplaint to nature. As he had vainly con- 
sulted, medical men of the highest repute in England, he was 
easily persuaded to adopt this advice. Pain and ill-health 
followed him to the end, but the residence at Pisa agreed 
with him better than any other, and there in consequence we 
remained. 

In the spring we spent a week or two near Leghorn bor- 
rowing the house of some fHends, who were absent on a jour- 
ney to England. — ^It was on a beautiful summer evening, 
while wandering among the lanes, whose myrtle hedges were 
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the bowers of the fire-flies, that we heard the carolling of the 
skylark, which inspired one of the most beautifUl of his 
poems. He addressed the letter to Mrs. Gisbome A'om this 
house, which was hers; he had made his stndy of the work« 
shop of her son, who was an engineer. Mrs. GIsbonM hnd 
been a fnead of my father in her yonnger days. She was a 
lady of great accomplishments, and charming fVom h&e fhink 
and affectionate nature. She had the most intense love of 
knowledge, a delicate and trembling sensibility, and preserved 
freshness of mind, after a life of considerable adversity. As 
a favourite fH^id of my father we had sought her with eager- 
ness, and the most open and cordial friendship was established 
between us. 

We spent the summer at the baths of San Giuliano, four 
miles from Pisa. These baths were of great use to Shelley 
in soothing his nervous irritability. We made several excur- 
sions in the neighbourhood. The country around is fertile; 
and diversified and rendered picturesque by ranges of near 
hills and more distant mountains. The peasantry are a 
handsome, intelligent race, and there was a gladsome sunny 
heaven spread over us, that rendered home and every scene 
we visited cheerful and bright During some of the hottest 
days of August^ Shelley made a solitary journey on fbot to 
. the summit of Monte San Pelegrino-^a mountain of some 
height, on the top of which there is a chapel, the object, 
during certain days in the year, of many pilgrimages. The 
excursion delighted him while it lasted, Uiongh he exerted 
himself too much, and the effect was considerable lassitude 
and weakness on his return. During the expedition he con- 
ceived the idea and wrote, in the three days immediately 
succeeding to his return. The Witch of Atlas. This poem is 
peculiarly characteristic of his tastes — ^wildly fanciful, full 
of brilliant imagery, and discarding human interest and pas- 
sion, to revel in the fantastic ideas that his imagination sug- 
gested. 

The surpassing excellence of The Cenci had made me 
greatly desire that Shelley should increase his popularity, by 
adopting subjects that would more suit the popular taste, 
than a poem conceived in the abstract and dreamy spudt of 
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The Vfitch of Atlas. It was not only that 1 wished him to 

:-a popnlaritj' as redonndinK to bis fame; bnC I believe J 

a wonld obtain a greater niaflleiy over bis own powers, 
-eater happiness in his mind, if public applause crowned 
deavonra. The few stanzas that precede the poem were 
laed to me on m; representing these ideas to him. Even 
believe that I was in the right. Shelley did not expect 
itby and approbation from the pablic; bat th« want of 
: away a portion of the ardour that ought to have eus- 
him while writing. He was thrown on his own 
ees, and od the inspiration of his own soul, and wrote 
le his mind overflowed, without the hope of being 
listed. I had not tbe most distant wish that ho ahould 
e in opinion, or submit his lofty aspirations for tbe 
1 race to the low ambition and pride of the many, bnt 

snrs, that if his poems were mora addressed to the 
on feelings of men, his proper lank among the writers 
day would be acknowledged ; and that popularity as a 
'Ould enable his conntiymen to do justice to hia charnc- 
d virtues; which, in those days, iC was the mode to 

with the most flagitioDS calumnies and insalting abuse. 
be felt these things deeply cannot be doubted, though 
aed himself with the conscioaaness of acting fVom a 
nd heroic sense of right. The truth burst from his 
■ometlmee hi solitude, and he would write a few nn- 
d verses that showed that he felt the sting; among 

find tbe following: — 

AJas 1 this la not what I thought life was. 
I knew that ihera were crimes and evil men, 
Ulsery and hate; nor did I hope to pass 
Untouched by suffering, Ibrough the ragged glen. 
In mine own heart I aaw as in a glass 

Tbe hearts of others And when 

I went among tny kind, with triple brass 
Of calm endurance my weak breast I armed, 
To bear scorn, fear, and bate, a vroful mass I 

leved that all this morbid feeling would vanish, if (he 
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chord of sympathy between him and his countrymen were 
touched. But my persuasions were vain; the mind could 
not be bent £rom its natural inclination. Shelley shrunk 
instinctively from portraying human passion, with its mix- 
ture of good and evil; of disappointment and disquiet. Such 
opened again the wounds of his own heart, and he loved to 
shelter himself rather in the airiest flights of fancy, forgetting 
love and hate, and regret and lost hope, in such imagination 
as borrowed their hues from sunrise or sunset, from the yellow 
moonshine or paly twilight, from the aspect of the far ocean 
or the shadows of the woods ; which celebrated the singing 
of the winds among the pines, the flow of a murmuring 
stream, and the thousand harmonious sounds which nature 
creates in her solitudes. These are the materials which form 
The Witch of Atlas ; it is a brilliant congregation of ideas, 
such as his senses gathered, and his fancy coloured, during 
his rambles in the simny land he so much loved. 

Our stay at the baths of San Giuliano was shortened by 
an accident. At the foot of our garden ran the canal that 
communicated between the Serchio and the Amo. The 
Serchio overflowed its banks, and breaking its bounds, this 
canal also overflowed ; all this part of the cotmtry is below 
the level of its rivers, and the consequence was, that it was 
speedily flooded. The rising waters filled the square of the 
baths, in the lower part of which our house was situated. 
The canal overflowed in the garden behind; the rising waters 
on either side at last burst. open the doors, and meeting in 
the house, rose to the height of six feet. It was a picturesque 
sight at night, to see the peasants driving the cattle from the 
plains below, to the hills above the baths. A flre was kept 
lip to guide them across the ford; and the forms of the men 
niid the animals showed in dark relief against the red glare 
of the flame, which was reflected again in the waters that 
filled the square. 

We then removed to Pisa, and took up our abode there for 
the winter. The extreme mildness of the climate suited 
Shelley, and his solitude was enlivened by an intercourse 
\vith several intimate friends. Chance cast us, strangely 
enough, on this quiet, half-unpeopled town ; but its very peace 



120 bditob's note on fobus of int. 

■nited SheUsy, — ill river, th« neBrmoDntkliiB, and not dietsot 

SM, added Co iU sttracUooB, and vers ths objects et tnanr 

delightful eicoreiani. W« t^ai#d the eonth of Italy, and a 

liotter climate, on Bcoonnt of our ohild ; out former tiereave- 

*" or. We seemed to lake root here, 

b; oflen, indeed, satert^ning pro- 

a of Ilalj, hat etUI dslaTing. Bnt 

of oar child, I belieye we ehonld 

orld, both being passionately fond 

life, besldei tM gnat nnellerable 

ouBand liUpoUaa ties, that ehnckla 

diScDJt to acGonnt afterviu'da for 



POEMS WKITTEN IN 182L 



EPIPSYCHIDION: 

VEBSE8 ADDBESSED TO THK HOBLK AHD UJIFCkBTUXATB 

LADT EMILIA V . 

HOW mPUBOHSD or THB COHYKBTF OfV 



** L*aiuma amaate si slancia ftirio del crealo, e si erea nel 
infinito nn Mondo tutto per essa, diverao assai da qnesto 
osciiro e panroso baratro." — Ber own worA. 



Ht Song, I fear that thou wiit find bnt few 
Who fitly shall conceive thy reasoning, 
Of such hard matter dost thou entertain; 
Whence, if by misadventure, chance should bring 
Thee to base company (as chance may do,) 
Quite unaware of what thou dost contain, 
I prithee comfort thy sweet self again, 
My last delight! tell them that they are dull, 
And bid them own that thou art beautiful. 



i 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

rriter of the follawing Bnei died at Florence, as he 
»riiig Tor a Toyage ti> odo of the wUdest of Ihe Spo- 
hich hs had bought, and where he had fitted np the 

an old bnilding, aod where it was his hope to have 
a acheme of life, suited perfaapB to that happier and 
■orid of which he la now bd inhabilanl, bnt hardly 
ble in this. Hie life was Hopilnr; less on sccanat 
umantio vicissitndes which diienified it, than the 
ige which it received Irom hia own charactec and 
The present Poem, like the Vita Nnora of Dante, 
ently intelligible to a certsia class of readers without 
r-of-fact history of the circumatances to which it 

and to a cartain otbar class it must eier remain 
ehensible, from a defect of a common organ <rf per- 
[br the ideas of which it treats. Not but that, jfraa 
L sareb6t a coiidj fhe rimawe con tdto Pate di Jigura^ 
t reitorUo ; t domandato non Mapeate dtntidare le tut 
I colal title, m fftiita the aruaero verace intenSmaiio. 
reeeut poem appears lo have been ioletided by Ibe 
I the dedication to some longer one. The stanza on 
Bding page is almost a litaral translation from Daate'a 

Fot ch' mtrndeni), U term cW mooefe, &c. 

lumptnons applioation of the concluding lines lo his 
apositioa will raise a smile at the expense of my 
.ate friead : he It a amile not of contempt, bnt pity. 
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ICPIPSYCHIDION. 

Sweet Spirit ! Sister of that orphan one, 
Whose empire is the name thou weepest on, 
In my heart's temple I suspend to thee 
These votive wreaths of withered memory. 

» 

Poor captive bird ! who, from thy narrow cage, 
Pourest such music, that it might assuage 
The rugged hearts of those who prisoned thee. 
Were they not deaf to all sweet melody ; 
This song shall be thy rose : its petals pale 
Are dead, indeed^ my adored Nightingale ! 
But soft and fragrant is the faded blossom. 
And it has no thorn left to wound thy bosom. 

High, spirit -winged Heart ! who dost for ever 
Beat thine unfeeling bars with vain endeavour. 
Till those bright plumes of thought, in which 

arrayed 
It over-soared this low and worldly shade. 
Lie shattered ; and thy panting wounded breast 
Stairts with dear blood its unmaternal nest ! 
1 weep vain tears : blood would less bitter be, 
Yet poured forth gladlier^ could it profit thee. 

Seraph of Heaven ! too gentle to be human. 
Veiling beneath that radiant form of Woman 
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.All that is insupportable in thee 

or light, and love, and immortalily ! 

lenediction in the eternal Guree ! 
rloiy of this lampless Universe ! 
loon lieyond the clouds! Thou living 
Form 

the dead ! thou Star above the Storm ! 
bonder, and thou Beaut;, and thou Ter- 
ror ! 

[arinony of Nature's art I Thou Mirror 
u, as in the splendour of the Sun, 
pes look glorious which thou gazest on I 
in the dim words which obscure thee now 
ightning-like, with unac^iustoined glow ; 
thee that thou blot from this sad song 
tS much mortality and wrong, 
lose clear drops, which start like sacred 

he twin lights thy sweet soul darkens 

through, 

ig, till sorrow becomes ecstasy : 

nile on it, so that it may not die. 

'er thought before my death to see 
vision thus made perfect : Emily, ■ 
hee ; though the world by no thin name 
ie that love from its unvalued shame, 
we two had been twins of the same mo- 
ther 1 
: the name my heart lent to another 
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Could be a sister's bond for her and thee, 
Blending two beams of one eternity ! 
Yet were one lawful and the other true, 
These names, though dear, could paint not, as is 

due, 
How beyond refuge I am thine. Ah me ! 
I am not thine : I am a part of thee. 

Sweet Lamp ! my moth-like Muse has burnt 

its wings. 
Or, like a dying swan who soars and sings, 
Young Love should teach Time, in his own gray 

style. 
All that thou art. Art thou not void of guile, 
A lovely soul formed to be blest and bless ? 
A well of sealed and secret happiness, 
Whose waters like blithe light and music are, 
Vanquishing dissonance and gloom ? A Star 
Which moves not in the moving Heavens, alone ? 
A smile amid dark frowns ? a gentle tone 
Amid rude voices ? a beloved light ? 
A Solitude, a Refuge, a delight ? 
A lute, which those whom love has taught to play 
Make music on, to soothe the roughest day 
And lull fond grief asleep ? a buried treasure ? 
A cradle of young thoughts of wingless pleasure ? 
A violet-shrouded grave of Woe ? — I measure 
The world of fancies, seeking one like thee. 
And find— alas ! mine own infirmity. 
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She met me, Stranger, upon life's rough way, 
And lured me towards sweet Death ; as Night by 

Day, 
Winter by Spring, or Sorrow by swift Hope, 
Led into light, life, peace. An antelope. 
In the suspended impulse of its lightness. 
Were less ethereally light : the brightness 
Of her divinest presence trembles through 
Her limbs, as underneath a cloud of dew 
Embodied in the windless heaven of June, 
Amid the splendour-winged stars, the Moon 
Burns inextinguishably beautiful : 
And from her lips, as from a hyacinth full 
Of honey-dew, a liquid murmur drops. 
Killing the sense with passion : sweet as stops 
Of planetary music heard in trance. 
In her mild lights the starry spirits dance, 
The sunbeams of those wells which ever leap 
Under the lightnings of the soul — too deep 
For the brief fathom-line of thought or sense. 
The glory of her being, issuing thence. 
Stains the dead, blank, cold air with a warm 

shade 
Of unentangled intermixture, made 
By Love, of light and motion ; one intense 
Diffusion, one serene Omnipresence, 
Whose flowing outlines mingle in their flowing 
Around her cheeks and utmost fingers glowing 
With the unintermitted blood, which there 
Quivers, (as in a fleece of snow-like air 
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The enmsom poise of firii^ morning quiren) 
ConriiwioniJT prolonged, jmd eDding neTer 
Tni tber are lost, and in that Beaatr fbried 
Which peneCntes and dasps and fills the world ; 
Scaree Tisihle finom extreme loTefinesi^ [dre$s. 
Warm fiagnmce seems to £dl from her light 
And her loose hair ; and whei« some heavy tress 
The air of her own speed has disentwined. 
The sweetness seons to satiate the faint wind ; 
And in the sool a wild odoor is felt, 
Bejond the sense, like ^ery dews thftt melt 
Into the bosom oF a frozen bod. 
See where she stands ! a mortal shape indued 
With love and life and light and deity. 
And motion which maj change but cannot die ; 
An image of some bright Eternity ; 
A shadow of some golden dream ; a Splendour 
Leaving the third sphere pilotless ; a tender 
Reflection on the eternal Moon of Love, 
Under whose motions life's dull billows move ; 
A Metaphor of Spring and Youth and Morning ; 
A vision like incarnate April, warning, 
With smiles and tears, Frost the Anatomy 
Lito his summer grave. 

Ah ! woe is me I 
What have I dared ? where am I lifted ? how 
Shall I descend, and perish not ? I know 
That Love makes all things equal : I have heard 
By mine own heart this joyous truth averred : 
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The spirit of the worm beneath the sod, 
In love and worship, blends itself with God. 

Spouse ! Sister I Angel I Pilot of the Fate 
Whose course has been so starless I too late 
Beloved ! too soon adored, by me I 
For in the fields of immortality 
My spirit should at first have worshipped thine, 
A divine presence in a place divine ; 
Or should have moved beside it on this eart^, 
A shadow of that substance, from its birth ; 
But not as now : — I love thee ; yes, I feel 
That on the fountain of my heart a seal 
Is set, to keep its waters pure and bright 
For thee, since in those tears thou hast delight. 
We — ^are we not formed, as notes of music 

are. 
For one another, though dissimilar ; 
Such difference without discord, as can make 
Those sweetest sounds, in which all spirits shake, 
As trembling leaves in a continuous air ? 

Thy wisdom speaks in me, and bids me dare 
Beacon the rocks on which high hearts are wreckt. 
I never was attached to that great sect, 
Whose doctrine is, that each one should select 
Out of the crowd. a mistress or a friend, 
And all the rest, though fair and wise, commend 
To cold oblivion, though it is in the code 
Of modem morals, and the beaten road 




KPIP8ICHIDION. 1 2i 

Which ihoae poor Blares witli weary foolsU— ' 

tread, 
Who travel to their home among the dead 
By the broad highway of the world, and so 
Wiih one chained friend, perhaps a jealous foe 
The dreariest and the longest journey go. 

True Love in this differs from gold and daj 
That to divide is not to take away. 
Ij>ve ia like uuderslanding, that grows bright. 
Gazing on many truths ; 'tis hke thy light. 
Imagination! which, from earth and slcy, 
And from the depths of human phantasy, 
As from a thousand prisms and mirrors, fills 
The UDiverse with glorious beams, and kills 
Error, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow 
Of its reverberated lightning. Narrow 
The heart that loves, the brain that contemplat 
The life that wears, the spirit that creates 
One object, and one form, and builds thereby 
A sepulchre for its eternity. 

Mind from its object differs most in Ibis : 
Evil from good ; misery from happiness ; 
The baser from the nobler ; the impure 
And frail, from what is dear and must endure 
If you divide sufFeriDgand dro3s,'you may 
Diminish till it is coasumed away ; 
If you divide pleasure and love and thought. 
Each part exceeds the whole ; aud we know e 

vol,, in. 9 
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bile any jet remains unshared, 
aj be gained, of sorrow spared : 
hat deep well, whence sages draw 
light of hope ; the eternal law 
)e live, to whom -this world of life 
ravaged, and whose strife 
romise of a later birth 
5 of this Elysian earth. 

I Boiog whom my spiiil oil 
ioned wanderings, far aloft, 
alden prime of my youth'd dawn, 
f isles of sunny lawn, 
lanled mountains, and the caves 
p, and on the air-like waves 
el dream, who^e tremulous floor 
iit steps ; — on an imagined shore, 
Ly beak of some promontory 
'obed in such exceeding glory, 
her not. In solitudes [woods, 

QB to me through the whispering 
fountains, and the odours deep 
lich, like lips murmuring in their 

[isses which had lulled them there, 
of Aer to the enamoured air ( 
breezes whether low or loud, 
rain of every passing cloud, 
singing of the summer-birds, 
ioands, all silence. In the words 



TT^ 
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Of antique verse and high romance, — in form, 
Sound, colour — in whatever checks that Storm 
"Which with the shattered present chokes the past ; 
And in that best pliilosophy, whose taste 
Makes this cold common hell, our life, a doom 
As glorious as a fiery martyrdom ; 
Her Spirit was the harmony of truth. — 

Then, from the caverns of my dreamy youth 
I sprang, as one sandalled with plumes of fire. 
And towards the loadstar of my one desire, 
1 flitted, like a dizzy moth, whose flight 
Is as a dead leafs in the owlet light. 
When it would seek in Hesper's setting sphere 
A radiant death, a fiery sepulchre, 
As if it were a lamp of earthly flame. — [tame, 
But She, whom prayers or tears then could not 
Past, like a God throned on a winged planet, 
Whose burning plumes to tenfold swiftness fan it. 
Into the dreary cone of our life's shade ; 
And as a man with mighty loss dismayed, 
I would have followed, though the grave between 
Yawned like a gulf whose spectres are unseen : 
When a voice said : — "0 Thou of hearts the 

weakest. 
The phantom is beside thee whom thou seekest." 
Then I — " Where ? " the world's echo answered 

« where ! " 
And in that silence, and in my despair, 
I questioned every tongueless wind that flew 
Over my tower of mourning, if it knew 
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Whither 'twas fled, this soul out of my soul ; [troul 
And murmured names and spells which have con- 
Over the sightless tyrants of our fate ; 
But neither prayer nor verse could dissipate 
The night which closed on her ; nor uncreate 
That world within this Chaos, mine and me, 
Of which she was the veiled Divinity, 
The world I say of thoughts that worshipped her : 
And therefore I went forth, with hope and fear, 
And every gentle passion sick to death, 
Feeding my course with expectation's breath. 
Into the wintry forest of our life ; 
And struggling through its error with vain strife, 
And stumbling in my weakness and my haste, 
And half bewildered by new forms, I past 
Seeking among those untaught foresters 
If I could find one form resembling hers, 
In which she might have masked herself from me. 
There, — One, whose voice was venomed melody 
Sate by a well, under blue night-shade bowers ; 
The breath of her false mouth was like faint 

flowers, 
Her touch was as electric poison, — aflame 
Out of her looks into my vitals came. 
And from her living cheeks and bosom flew 
A killing air, which pierced like honey-dew 
Into the core of my green heart, and lay 
Upon its leaves ; until, as hair grown gray 
O'er a young brow, they hid its unblown prime 
With ruins of unseasonable time. 



Ik 
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Id many mortal forms I rashly sought 
The shadow of that idol of my thought. 
And some were fair — but beauty dies away 2 
Others were wise — ^but honeyed words betray : 
And One was true — oh ! why not true to me ? 
Then, as a hunted deer that could not flee, 
I turned upon my thoughts, and stood at bay. 
Wounded, and weak, and panting; the cold day 
Trembled, for pity of my strife and pain, 
When, like a noon-day dawn, there shone again 
Deliverance. One stood on my path who seemed 
As like the glorious shape which I had dreamed. 
As is the Moon, whose changes ever run 
Into themselves, to the eternal Sun ; 
The cold chaste Moon, the Queen of Heaven's 

bright isles, 
Who makes all beautiful on which she smiles. 
That wandering shrine of soft yet icy flame 
Which ever is transformed, yet still the same, 
And warms not but illumines. Young and fair 
As the descended Spirit of that sphere. 
She hid me, as the Moon may hide the night 
From its own darkness, until all was bright 
Between the Heaven and Earth of my calm mind, 
And, as a cloud charioted by the wind, 
She led me to a cave in that wild place. 
And sat beside me, with her downward face 
Illumining my slumbers, like the Moon 
Waxing and waning o*er Endymion. 
And I was laid asleep, spirit and limb. 
And all my being became bright or dim 
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le Moon's image ia a summer sea, 
rding as she smiled or frowned on me ; 
there I la/, within a chaste cold bed : 

I then was nor alive nor dead : — 
it her silver voice came Death and Life, 
indful each of their accustomed strife, 
^ed like twin babes, a sister and a brother, 
wandering hopes of one abandoned mother, 

through the cavern without wings they 

flew, 
cried, "Away ! he ia not of our crew." 
jkt, ftnd, though it be a dream, I weep. 

hat slorras then shook the ocean of my sleep, 

ing that Moon, whose pale and waning lips 

, shrank as in the sickness of eclipse ; — 

how my soul was as a lampless sea, 

who was then its Tempest ; and when She, 

I'lHiiet of that honr, was quenched, what frost 

1 u'ev those waters, till from coast te coast 

moving billows of my being fell 

4 death of ice, immovable ; — 

then — what earthquakes made it gape and 

split, 
white Moon smiling all the while 'on it, 
words conceal ; — If not, each word would be 
key of slaunchless tears. Weep not for me ! 

length, into the obscure forest came 
vision I had sought through grief and shame. 



EPIP8YCHIDION. 135 

Athwart that wintry wilderness of thorns 
Flashed from her motion splendour like the Morn's, 
And from her presence life was radiated 
Through the gray earth and branches bare and 

dead; 
So that her way was paved, and roofed above 
With flowers as soft as thoughts of budding love ; 
And music from her respiration spread 
Like light, — all other sounds were penetrated 
By the small, still, sweet spirit of that sound, 
So that the savage winds hung mute around ; 
And odours warm and fresh fell from her hair 
Dissolving the dull cold in the froze air : 
Soft as an Incarnation of the Sun, 
When light is changed to love, this glorious One 
Floated into the cavern where I lay, 
And called my Spirit, and the dreaming clay 
Was lifted by the thing that dreamed below 
As smoke by fire, and in her beauty's glow 
I stood, and felt the dawn of my long night 
Was penetrating me with living light : 
I knew it was the Vision veiled from me 
So many years — that it was Emily. 

Thin Spheres of light who rule this passive 
Earth, 
This world of love, this me ; and into birth 
Awaken all its fruits and flowers, and dart 
Magnetic might into its central heart ; 
And lift its billows and its mists, and guide 
By everlasting laws each wind and tide 
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To its fit cloud, and its appointed cave ; 
And lull iis storms, each in the craggy grave 
Which was its ci-adle, luHng to faint bowers 
nies of the rain bow- winged showers; 
those married IJglits, which from the towera 
Ten look forth and fold the wandering globe 
!d sleep and splendour, as a robe ; 
[ their many-mingled influence blend, 
t, yet unlike, to one sweet end ; — 
bright regents, with alternate sway, 
I my sphere of being, night and day I 
lOt disdaining even a borrowed might ; 
lot eclipsing a remoter light ; 
irough the shadow of the seasons three, 
Spring to Autumn's sere maturity, 
t into lite Winter of the tomb, 
it may ripen to a brighter bloom. 
XI, Comet, beautiful and fierce, 
[*w the heart of this frail Universe 
Is thine own ; till, wreckt in that convulsion, 
iling attraction and repulsion, 
went astray, and that was rent in twain ; 
it into our aiure heaven again ! 
:« lovu's folding-star at thy return ; 
ing Sun will feed thee from its urn 
len lire ; the Moon will veil her horn 
last smiles ; adoring Even and Morn 
Drship thee with incense of calm breath 
;htE and shadows ; as the star of Death 
irth is worshipped by those sisters wild 
Hope and Fear — upon the heart too piled 
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Their offering8,-^of this sacrifice divine 
A World shall be the altar. 

Lady mine, 
Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birth, 
Which from its heart of hearts that plant puts forth, 
Whose fruit, made perfect by thy sunny eyes, 
Will be as of the trees of Paradise. 

The day is come, and thou wilt fly. with me. 
To whatsoe'er of dull mortality 
Is mine, remain a vestal sister still ; 
To the intense, the deep, the imperishable, 
Not mine, but me, henceforth be thou united 
£ven as a bride, delighting and delighted. 
The hour is come : — the destined Star has risen 
Which shall descend upon a vacant prison. 
The walls are high, the gates are strong, thick set 
The sentinels — but true love never yet 
Was thus constrained : it overleaps all fence : 
Like lightning, with invisible violence 
Piercing its continents ; like Heaven's free breath, 
Which he who grasps can hold not ; liker Death, 
Who rides upon a thought, and makes his way 
Through temple, tower, and palace, and the array 
Of arms : more strength has Love than he or they ; 
For he can burst his charnel, and make free 
The limbs in chains, the heart in agony, 
The soul in dust and chaos. 

Emily, 
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A sbip is floating In the harbour non, 
A wind is hovering o'er Ihe mountain's brow; 
« 13 a path on the sea's azure floor, 
eel has ever ploughed that path before ; 
lialcyons brood around the foamless isles ; 
Ireacherous Ocean has forsworn its wiles; 
rnerry mariners are bold and free : 
my heart's sister, wilt thou sail with me? 

'k is aa an albatross, whose nest 
'ar Eden of the purple East ; 

between her wings will sit, while Night, 
Day, and Storm, and Calm, pursue theirflight, 
Dfiinisters, along the boundless Sea, 
ding each other's heels, unheededly. 
an isle under Ionian skies, 
itiful as a wreck of Paradise, 
for the harbours are not safe and good, 
land would have remained a solitude 
for some pastoral people native there, 
from Ihe Elysian, clear, and golden air 
V the last spirit of the age of gold 
lie and spirited ; innocent and bold. 
]blue ^gean girds this chosen home, 

■changing sound and light and foam, 
ng the sifted sands, and caverns hoar ; 
all the winds wandering along the shore 
,nlate with the undulating tide : 
j&e are thick woods where sylvan forms abide ; 
^f^many a fountain, rivulet, and pond, 
,tear as elemental diamond, 
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Or serene morning air ; and far beyond, . 
The mossy tracks made by the goats and deer 
(Which the rough shepherd treads but once a 

year,) 
Pierce into glades, caverns, and- bowers, and halls 
Built round with ivy, which the waterfalls 
Illumining, with sound that never fails. 
Accompany the noonday nightingales ; 
And all the place is peopled with sweet airs ; 
The light clear element which the isle wears 
Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowers, 
Which floats like mist laden with unseen showers 
And falls upon the eyelids like faint sleep ; 
And from the moss violets and jonquils peep. 
And dart their arrowy o^our through the brain 
Till you might faint with that delicious pain. 
And every motion, odour, beam, and tone. 
With that deep music is in unison : 
Which is a soul within the soul — they seem 
Like echoes of an antenatal dream. — 
It is an isle 'twixt Heaven, Air, Earth, and Sea, 
Cradled, and hung in clear tranquillity ; 
Bright as that wandering Eden Lucifer, 
Washed by the soft blue Oceans of young air. 
It is a favoured place. Famine or blight. 
Pestilence, War, and Earthquake, never light 
Upon its mountain-peaks ; blind vultures, they 
Sail onward far upon their fatal way : 
The winged storms, chaunting their thunder-psalm 
To other lands, leave azure chasms of calm 
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Over Ihia isle, or weep themselves in dew, 
From which its fields and woods ever renew 
ir green and golden immortality. 
i from the sea there rise, and from the sky 
re fall clear exhalations, soft and bright, 
1 after veil, eaeh hiding some delight. 
ich Sun or Moon or zephyr draw aside, 

the isle's beauty, like a naked bride 
ving at once with love and loveliness, 
shes and trembles at its owd excess : 
, like a buried lamp, a Soul no less 
US in the heart of this delicious isle, 
atom of the Eternal, whose own smile 
bids itself, and may be felt not seen 
■ the gray rocks, blue waves, and forests green, 
ing their bare and void interstices. — 

the chief marvel of the wilderness 

lone dwelling, built by whom or how 
le of the rustic island-people know; 

not a tower of strength, though with its height 
veilops the woods ; but, for delight, 
le wise and tender Ocean- King, ere crime 
I been invented, in the world's young prime, 
red it, a wonder of that simple time, 
1 envy of the isles, a pleasure-house 
le sacred (o his sister and his spouse. 
:arce seems now a wreck of human art, 
, as it were, Titanic; in the heart 
Sartli having assumed its form, then grown 

of the mountains, from the living stone, 
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Lifting it«elf in caverns light and high : 

For all the antique and learned imagery 

Has been erased, and in the place of it 

The ivy and the wild vine interknit 

The volumes of their many-twining stems ; 

Parasite flowers illume with dewy gems 

The lampless halls, and when they fade, the sky 

Peeps through their winter-woof of tracery 

With moonlight patches, or star atoms keen, 

Or fragments of the day's intense serene ; 

Working mosaic on their Parian floors. 

And, day and night, aloof, from the high towers 

And terraces, the Earth and Ocean seem 

To sleep in one another's arms, and dream 

Of waves, flowers, clouds, woods, rocks, and all 

that we 
Read in their smiles, and call reality. 

This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to be lady of the solitude. 
And I have fitted up some chambers there 
Looking towards the golden Eastern air. 
And level with the living winds, which flow 
Like waves above the living waves below. 
I have sent books and music there, and all 
Those instruments with which high spirits call 
'^rhe future from its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die, 
Folded within their own eternity. 
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Our simple life wants little, and true taste 
Hires not the; pale drudge Luxury to waste 
The scene it would adorn, and therefore still, 
Nature with all her children, haunts the hill. 
The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yet 
Keeps up her love-lament, and the owls flit 
Round the evening tower, and the young stars 

glance 
Between the quick bats in their twilight dance ; 
The spotted deer bask in the fresh moonlight 
Before pur gate, and the slow silent night 
Is measured by the pants of their calm sleep. 
Be this our home in life, and when years heap 
Their withered hours, like leaves, on our decay, 
Let us become the overhanging day. 
The living soul of this Elysian isle. 
Conscious, inseparable, one. Meanwhile 
We two will rise, and sit, and walk together, 
Under the roof of blue Ionian weather. 
And wander in the meadows, or ascend 
The mossy mountains, where the blue heavens 

bend 
With lightest winds, to touch their paramour ; 
Or linger, where the pebble-paven shore. 
Under the quick faint kisses of the sea 
Trembles and sparkles as with ecstasy, — 
Possessing and possest by all that is 
Within that calm circumference of bliss, 
And by each other, till to love and live 
Be one : — or, at the noontide hour, arrive 
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Where some old cavern hoar seems yet to keep 
The moonlight of the expired night asleep, 
Through which the awakened day can never peep ; 
A veil for our seclusion, close as Night's, 
Where secure sleep may kill thine innocent lights ; 
Sleep, the fresh dew of languid love, the rain 
Whose drops quench kisses till they burn again. 
And we will talk, until thought's melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words, to live again in looks, which dart 
With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart. 
Harmonizing silence without a sound. 
Our breath shall intermix, our bosoms bound, 
And our veins beat together ; and our lips. 
With other eloquence than words, eclipse 
The soul that burns between them ; and the wells 
Which boil under our being's inmost cells, 
The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 
Confused in passion's golden purity, 
As mountain-springs under the morning Sun. 
We shall become the same, we shall be one 
Spirit within two frames, oh ! wherefore two ? 
One passion in twin-hearts, which grows and grew 
Till like two meteors of expanding flame, 
Thode spheres instinct with it become the same, 
Touch, mingle, are transfigured ; ever still 
Burning, yet ever inconsumable : 
In one another's substance finding food, 
Like flames too pure and light and unimbued 
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To nourish their bright lives willi baser prey. 
Which tioint to Heaven and cannot pass away : 
Tills, one will beneath 
iDda, one life, one deaih, 
[, one iromortaiity, 

Woe is me ! 
vhich my soul would pierce 
j's rare Universe, 
mnd its flight of fire. — 
lie, I expire ! 



eel at your Sovereign's feet, 
the masters of thy slave ; 
vith us and ours and thine ? '* 
from Oblivion's cave, 
>ve's very pain is sweet, 
le world divine, 
builds beyond the grave." 
I am there. Then haste 
n, until ye meet 
as, and the rest, 
ch other and be blest : 
which errs, and which 



guest, — for I am Love's. 
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PREFACE. 

^apfioKOv f^X&e^ BiotVy ttotI abv arofia^ (ftapfioKOV eldeg' 
Hoc rev Tolg x^^^^^^ iroredpafie^ koIk tyh)Kav^ ; 
Tig 6e pporbg roaaovrov avdjiepog^ ij Kepaaai toi^ 
''H dovvcu. 2a2£(WTi rd (pdp/MKOv ; iK^yev (f>6dv. 

Moscuus, Epitaph. Bion. 

It is my intention to subjoin to the London edition of this 
poem, a criticism upon the claims of its lamented object to 
be classed among the writers of the highest genius who have 
adorned our age. My known repugnance to the narrow 
principles of taste on which several of his earlier composi- 
tions were modelled, prove at least that I am an impartial 
judge. I consider the fragment of " Hyperion," as second 
to nothing that was ever produced by a writer of the same 
years. 

John Keats died at Some, of a consumption, in his twenty- 
fourth year, on the 27th of December, 1820, and was buried 
in the romantic and lonely cemetery of the protestants in 
that city, under the pyramid which is the tomb of Cestius, 
sad the massy walls and towers, now mouldering and deso- 
late, which formed the circuit of ancient Rome. The ceme- 
tery is an open space among the ruins, covered in winter 
with violets and daisies. It might make one in love with 
death, to think that one should be buried in so sweet a 
place. 

The genius of the lamented person to whose memory I 
have dedicated these unworthy verses, was not less delicate 
and fragile than it was beautiful; and where canker-worms 
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abound, what wonder, if its young flower was blighted in 
the bad? The savage criticism on his "Endymion,'* which 
appeared in the Quarterly Review, produced the most violent 
effect on his susceptible mind; the agitation thus originated 
ended in the rupture of a blood-vessel in the lungs; a rapid 
consumption ensued ; and the succeeding acknowledgments 
from more candid critics, of the true greatness of his powers, 
were ineffectual to heal the wound thus wantonly inflicted. 

It may be well said, that these wretched men know not 
what they do. They scatter their insults and their slander? 
without heed as to whether the poisoned shaft lights on a 
heart made callous by many blows, or one, like Eeats^s, 
composed* of more penetrable stuff. One of their associates 
is, to my knowledge, a most base and unprincipled calum- 
niator. As to " Endymion,** was it a poem, whatever might 
be its defects, to be treated contemptuously by those who 
had celebrated with various degrees of complacency and 
panegyric, " Paris,'* and " Woman," and a " Syrian Tale,*' 
and Mrs. Lefanu, and Mr. Barret, and Mr. Howard Payne, 
and a long list of the illustrious obscure? Are these the 
men, who in their venal good-nature, presumed to draw a 
parallel between the Kev. Mr. Milman and Lord Byron? 
What gnat did they strain at here, after having swallowed 
all those camels ? Against what woman taken in adultery 
dares the foremost of these literary prostitutes to cast his 
opprobrious stone ? Miserable man ! you, one of the mean* 
est, have wantonly defaced one of the noblest specimens of 
the workmanship of God. Kor shall it be your excuse, that, 
murderer as you are, you have spoken daggers, but used 
none. 

The circumstances of the closing scene of poor Keats's 
life wore not made known to me until the Elegy was ready 
for the press. I am given to understand that the wound 
which his sensitive spirit had received from the criticism of 
''Endymion" was exasperated at the bitter sense of unre- 
quited benefits ; the poor fellow seems to have been hooted 
from the stage of life, no less by those on whom he had 
wasted the promise of his genius, than those on whom he 
bad lavished his fortune and his care. He was aocompanied 
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to Rome, and attended in his last illness by Mr. Severn, a 
young artist of the highest promise, who, I have been in- 
formed, "almost risked his own life, and sacrificed every 
prospect, to unwearied attendance upon his dying friend.'* 
Had I known these circumstances -t^efore the completion of 
my poem, I should have been tempted ta add 2ny feeble 
tribute of applause to the more solid recompense which the 
virtuous man finds in the recollection of his own motives. 
Mr. Severn can dispense with a reward from " such stuff as 
dreams are made of." His conduct is a golden augury of 

the success of his future career ^may the unextinguished 

Spirit of his illustrious friend animate the creations of hia 
pencil, ai^d plead against Oblivion for hia name! . 



I TTBEp for Adonais — he is dead 
Oh, weep for Adonaia ! though oui 
Thaw not the frost which binds sO' 

. And thou, sad Hour, selected from 
To mourn our loss, rouse thjobscu. 
And teach them thine own sorrow ; s 
Died Adonais ; till the Vuture dar 
Forget ihe Fast, his fate and fame 

An echo and a light unto eternity I 



Where wert tbou, mighty Mother, i 
When tby son lay, pierced by the she 
In darkness ? where was lorn Urat 
When Adonais died? With yeilei 
'Mid listening Echoes, in her Para 
She sate, while one, with soft enamo 
Rekindled all the lading melodies. 
With which, like flowers that moc 
beneath, 
He had adorned and hid the coming b 



h, veep for Adonis — he U deaA ! 
Take, melancholy Mother, wake and weep ! 
et wherefore? Quench within their burningbed 
hy fieiy tears, and let thy loud heart keep, 
like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep ; 
or he is gone, where all things wise and fair 
lescend : — oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
Till yet restore him to the vital air ; ■ 
tb feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our 
despair. 

IT. 

[ost musical of mourners, weep again ! 
ameot anew, Uranial— He died, 
rho was the Sire of an immortal strain, 
lind, old, and lonely, when bis country's pride 
he priest, the slave, and the liberticide, 
rajnpled and mocked with many a loathed rite 
f lust and blood ; he went, unterriSed, 
ito the gulf of death ; but his clear Sprite 
reigns o'er earth ; the third among the sons of 
light. 

ost musical of mourners, weep anew 1 
ot all to that bright station dared to climb: 
nd happier they their happiness who knew, 
Tiose tapers yet burn through that night of 

I which Buns perished ; others more sublime. 



Struck by the envious wrath of man or God, 
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prii 
And some yet live, treading the thorny r 
Which leads, through toil and hat«, to F: 
serene abode. 



But now, thy youngest, dearest one, hi 

The nursling of thy widowhood, who gre 
Like a pale flower by some sad maiden che 
. And fed with true love tears instead of d 
Most musical of mourners, weep anew ! 
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the '. 
The bloom, whose petals nipt before tl 

blew 
Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste 
The broken iily lies — the storm is overpast 



To that high Capital, where kingly Deatl 
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay 
He came ; and bought, with price of p 

breath, 
A grave among the eternal. — Come awaj 
Haste, while the vault of blue Italian da; 
Is yet his fitting chamel'roof ! while still 
He lies, as if in dewy sleep he lay ; 
Awake him not I surely he takes his fill 
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all iU. 
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Tin. 
He will awake no more, oh, never more ! 
Within the twilight chamber spreads apace 
The shadow of white Death, and at the door 
Invisible Corruption waits to trace 
His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place ; 
The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe 
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface 
So fair a prey, till darkness and the law 
Of change, shall o'er his sleep the mortal curtain 
draw. 

IX. 

* 

Oh, weep for Adonais !— The quick Dreams, 
The passion- winged Ministers of thought^ 
Who were his flocks, whom near the living 

streams 
Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught 
The love which was its music, wander not^-»« 
Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain. 
But droop there, whence they sprung; and 

mourn Uieir lot 
Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet 

pain, 
They ne'er will gather strength, nor find a home 

again. 

X. 

And one with trembling hand clasps his ^Id 

head, 
And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries, 
^ Our love, our hiope, our sorrow, is not dead ; 



k. 



15S 

See, OD tbe Eilken fringe of hie faint eje^, 
Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies 
A tear Borne Dream has looeenedfhtra his brain. 
Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise ! 
She knew not 'twas her own ; as witb no stait 
She faded, like a cloud which had outwept iu raii 



One from a lucid urn of starry dew 
Washed his light limbs, as if embalming them 
Another clipt her profuse locks, and threw, 
The wreath upon bim, like an anadem, 
Which frozen tears instead of pearls begem ; 
Another in her wilful grief would break 
Her bow and winged reeds, as if to stem 
A greater loss with one which was more weak 
And dull the barbed fire against his frozen chee) 



Another Splendour on hie mouth alit. 

That mouth whence it was wont to draw tb 

Which gave it strength to pierce the guarde 

wit. 
And pass into the panting heart beneath 
With lightning and with music : the damp deal 
Quenched its caress upon its icy lips ; 
And, as a dying meteor stains a wreath 
Of moonlight vapour, which the cold night dip 
It flushed through bis pale limbs, and passed t 

its eclipse. 
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xm. 
And others came, — Desires and Adorations, 
Winged Persuasions, and veiled Destinies, 
Splendours, and Glooms, and glimmering In- 

camationd 
Of hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies ; 
And Sorrow, with her family of Sighs, 
And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam 
Of her own dying smile instead of eycSs, 
Came in slow pomp ; — ^the moving pomp might 

seem 
Like pageantry of mist on an autumnal stream. 

XIV. 

All he had loved, and moulded into thought 
From shape, and hue, and odour, and sweet 

sound. 
Lamented Adonais. Morning sought 
Her eastern watch-tower, and her hair unbound. 
Wet with the tears which should adorn the 

ground, 
Dimmed the aerial eyes that kindle day ; 
Ailer the melancholy thunder moaned, 
Pale Ocean in unquiet slumber lay, 
And the wild winds flew around, sobbing in their 

dismay. 

xr. 

Lost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains, 
And feeds her grief with his remembered lay, 



And will no more reply to winds or fou 
Or amorous bfrda perched on the younj 

spray, 
Or herdsman's hom, or bell at cloaiDg d 
Since she can mimic not his lips, more i 
Than those for whose disdain she pined 
Into a shadow of all sounds : — a drear 
Murmur, between their songs, is all the wi 

XT I. 
Grief made the young Spring wild, s 

threw down 
Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn w 
Or they dead leaves ; since her delight ii 
For whom should she have waked the 

To Pbcebus was not Hyacinth so dear. 
Nor to himself Narcissus, as lo both 
Tboa Adonais ; wan they stand and sei 
Amid the &int companions of their you 
With dew all turned to tears ; odour, to 
ruth. 

XVII, 

Thy spirit's sister, the lorn nightingale, 
Mourns not her mate with such melodioi 
Not so the eagle, who like thee could s< 
Heaven, and could nourish in the sun's 
Her mighty youth with morning doth co 
Soaring and screaming round her empt; 
As Albion wails for thee : the curse of 
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Light on his head who pierced thy innocent 
breast, 
And scared the angel soul that was its earthly 
guest! 

XVIII. 

Ah woe is me ! Winter is come and gone, 
But grief returns with the revolving year ; 
The airs and streams renew their joyous tone ; 
The ants, the bees, the swallows, reappear ; 
Fresh leaves and flowers deck the dead Seasons' 

bier; 
The amorous birds now pair in every brake, 
And build their mossy homes in field and brere ; 
And the green lizard, and the golden snake. 
Like unimprisoued flames, out of their trance 
awake. 

XIX. 

Through wood and stream and field and hill and 

Ocean, 
A quickening life from the Earth's heart has 

burst. 
As it has ever done, with change and motion. 
From the great morning of the world when first 
God dawned on Chaos ; in its stream immersed. 
The lamps of Heaven flash with a softer light ; 
All baser things pant with life's sacred thirst ; 
Diffuse themselves ; and spend in love's delight, 
The beauty and the joy of their renewed might 



The leprons corpse touched bj thia spirit te 
Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath ; 
Like incarnaiiona of the stars, when spleni 
Is changed to fragrance, they illumine dei 
And mock the merrj worm that wakes bem 
Nought we know dies. Shall that alone ^ 

knows 
Be as a sword consumed before the sheati 
Bj sightless lightning ? th' intense atom g 
A moment, then is quenched in a most cold re 



Alas ! that all we loved of him shonld be, 
But for our grief, as if it bad not been, 
And grief itself be mortal I Woe is me 1 
Whence are we, and why are we ? of what i 
The actors or spectators ? Great and mea 
Meet massed in deatii, who lends what 

must borrow. 
As long as skies are blue, and fields are g 
Eveningmustu£hernight,nighturgethemo 
Month follow month with woe, and year 

year to sorrow, 

zxu. 
Ht will awake no more, oh, never more ! 
'■ Wake thou," cried Misery, " childless Mc 

rise 
Out of thy sleep, and slake, in tby heart's 



'ound more fierce than iiia tears and sighs." 
. all the Dreams that watched Urania's eyes, 

all the echoes whom their gUter's song 
, held in holy silence, cried, "Arise ! " 
ft as a Thought by the snake memory stung, 
her ambrosial rest the fading Splendour 

sprung. 

XXIII. 

rose like an autumnal Night, that springs 
of the East, and follows wild and drear 
golden Day, which, on eternal wings, 
D as a ghost abandoning a bier, 
left the Earth a corpse. .Sorrow and fear 
truck, so roused, so rapl, Urania, 
addened round Ler like an atmosphere 
lormy mist ; so swept her on her way, 
o the mournful place where Adonais ley. 



of her secret Paradise she sped, [steel, 
)ugh camps and cities rough with stone, and 
human hearts, which to her aery tread 
Jing not, wounded the invisible 
as of her tender feet where'er they fell; 
barbed tongues, and thoughts more sharp 
than they 

: the soft Form they never could repel, 
ise sacred blood, like the young tears of 

with eternal flowers that undeserving way. 
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XXV. 

In the death-chamber for a moment Death, 
Shamed by the presence of that living Might, 
Blushed to annihilation, and the breath 
Revisited those lips, and life's pale light 
Flashed through those limbs, so late her dear 

delight. 
" Leave me not wild and drear and comfortless 
As silent lightning leaves the starless night I 
Leave me not ! *' cried Urania : her distress 
Roused Death : Death rose and smiled, and met 

her vain caress. 

XXVI. 

" Stay yet awhile ! speak to me once again ; 

Kiss me, so long but as a kiss may live ; 

And in my heartless breast and burning brain 

That word, that kiss shall all thoughts else 

survive, 

With food of saddest memory kept alive, 

Now thou art dead, as if it were a part 

Of thee, my Adonais ! I would give 

All that I am to be as thou now art. 

But I am chained to Time, and cannot thence 

depart I 

xxvn. 

" O gentle child, beautiful as thou wert, 
Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men 
Too soon, and with weak hands though mighty 
heart 
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Dare the unpastured dragon in his den ? 
Defenceless as thou wert, oh ! where was then 
Wisdom the mirror'd shield, or scorn the spear ? 
Or hadst thou waited the full cycle, when 
Thy spirit should have filled its crescent sphere, 
The monsters of life's waste had fled from thee 
like deer. 

XXVIII. 

" The herded wolves, bold only to pursue ; 
The obscene ravens, clamorous o'er the dead ; 
The vultures, to the conqueror's banner true. 
Who feed where Desolation first has fed. 
And whose wings rain contagion ; — how they 

fled, 
When, like Apollo, from his golden bow 
The Pythian of the age one arrow sped 
And smiled 1 — The spoilers tempt no second 

blow. 
They fawn on the proud feet that spurn them lying 

low. 

XXIX. 

"The sun comes forth, and many reptiles spawn ; 
He sets, and each ephemeral insect then 
Is gathered into death without a dawn^ 
And the immortal stars awake again ; 
So it is in the world of living men : 
A godlike mind soars forth, in its delight 
Maidng earth bare and veiling heaven, and 
when 
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that dimmed or shan 



Leave to its kindred lamps the spirit'^ 



XXX. 

Thus ceased ehe : and the mountain shepl 



Their garlands sere, their magio mantles i 
The Filgrim of Eternity, whose fame 
Over bis living head like Heaven is bent. 
An early but enduring monument. 
Came, veiling all the lightnings of his son: 
In sorrow ; from her wilds lerne Eent 
The Bweeiest lyrist of her saddest wrong, 
And love taught grief to fall like music {ron 
tongue. 



'Midst others of less note, came one frail F 
A phantom among men, uompanionless 
As the last cloud of an expiring storm, 
Whose thunder is its knell ; he, as I guess 
Had gazed on Nature's naked luvelineee, 
AcC^OD-like, and now he fled astray 
With feeble steps o'er the world's wildeme 
And his own thoughts, along that ru^c 

Pursued, like raging hounds, their iatber and i 
prey. 
VOL. m. 11 
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XXXII. 

A pard-like Spirit beautiful and swift — 
A love in desolation masked ; — a Power 
Girt round with weakness ; — it can scarce uplift 
The weight of the superincumbent hour ; 
It is a dying lamp, a falling shower, 
A breaking billow ; — even whilst we speak 
Is it not broken ? On the withering flower 
The killing sun smiles brightly : on a cheek 
The life oan burn in blood, even while the heart 
may break. 

XXXIII. 

His head was bound with pansies over-blown. 
And faded violets, white, and pied, and blue ; 
And a light spear topped with a cypress cone. 
Round whose rude shaft dark ivy-tresses grew 
Yet dripping with the forest's noon-day dew, 
Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart 
Shook the weak hand that grasped it ; of that 

crew 
He came the last, neglected and apart ; 
A herd-abandoned deer, struck by the hunter's 

dart. 

xxxiy. 

All stood aloof, and at his partial moan 
Smiled through their tears ; well knew that 

gentle band 
Who in another's fate now wept his own ; 



As in the accents of an unknown Itini] 
He sang nun sorrow ; »ad Urania scann 
The StraDger's mien, and murmured : 

art thou?" 
He answered nol, but with a sudden hat 
Made bare hia branded and ensanguined 
Which was like Cain's or Chriji'e. Oh ! 
should be so ! 

XXXT. 

Wliat softer voice is hushed over the dei 
Athwart what brow is that dark mantle tb 
. What form leans sadly o'er the white deal 
In mockery of monumental stone, 
The heavy heart heaving without a moai 
If it be he, who, gentlest of the wise, 
Taught, soothed, loved, honoured the de 
Let me not vex, with inharmonious sigh 
The silence of that heart's accepted sacrifii 

XXXVI. 

Our Adonais has drunk poison — oh! 
What deaf and viperous murderer could 
Life's early cup with such a draught of ' 
The nameless worm would now itself dis 
It felt, yet could escape the magic tone 
Whose prelude held all envy, hate and v 
But what was howling in one breast alon 
Silent with expectation of the song. 
Whose master's hand is cold, whose silvei 
unstrung- 
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XX2LVI1. 

Live tbou» whose infiimj is not thy fame ! 

Live ! fe^a^ no heavier chastisement from me, 

Thou noteless blot on a remembered name ! 

But be thyself) and know thyself to be ! 

And ever at thy season be thoa free 

To spill the venom when thy fangs o'erflow : 

Reiaorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee; 

liot shcuane shall bura upon thy secret brow, 

And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt — as 

iiow« 

xxxym. 

Kor let us weep that oar delight is fled 
Far tVom these carrion-kites that scream below ; 
He waked or sleeps with the enduring dead ; 
'XIkmi oansl not soar where he is sitting now. 
Dust to the dost ! but the pure spirit shall flow 
Back to the burning fountain whence it came, 
A portioa of the Eternal, which must glow 
Through time and change, unquenchably the 
same, 
Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of 
shame« 

XXXIX. 

Peaoe^ peace ! he is not dead, he doth not sleep — 
He hath awakened from the dream of life — 
*Xiii we> who> lost in stormy visions, keep 
With phantoms an unprofitable strife, 
And in mad trance strike with our spirit's knife 
Invulnerable nothings — We decay 



Like corpses in a charael ; fear and gri 
Convulse us and consume ua day by da; 
And cold hopes swarm like worms witl 
living clay. 

XL. 

He has oatsoared tbe shadow of our ni{ 
Envy and calumny, aod hate and pain, 
And that unrest which men miscall deli: 
Can touch him not and torture not agaii 
From tbe contagion of the world's slow 

' He is secure, and now can never mourn 
A heart grown cold, a head grown gray i 
Nor, when tbe spirit's self has ceased* t 

With Bparkless ashes load an ualamented i 

XLI. 

He lives, he wakes — 'tis Death is dead. 
Mourn not for Adonais. — Thou young I 
Tom all thy dew to splendour, for from 
The spirit thou lamentest is not gone ; 
Te caverns and ye forests, cease to moa 
Cease ye faint flowers and fountains, an 

Air, 
Which like a morning veil thy scarf hadst 
O'er the abandoned Earth, now leave it 
Even to the joyous stars which smile on its d 



He is made one with Nature : there is I 
His voice in all her music, from the moi 
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Of thunder, to the song of night's sweet bird ; 
He is a presence to be felt and known 
In darkness and in light, from herb and stone, 
Spreading itself where'er that Power may move 
Which has withdrawn his being to its own ; • 
Which wields the world with never wearied love, 
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above. 

XLin. 

He is a portion of the loveliness 

Which once he made more lovely: he doth 
bear 

His part, while the one Spirit's plastic stress 

Sweeps through the dull dense world, compell- 
ing there 
^ All new successions to the forms they wear. 

Torturing th' unwilling dross that checks its 
flight 

To its own likeness, as each mass may bear ; 

And bursting in its beauty and its might 
From trees and beasts and men into the Heavens' 
light 

XLIV. 

The splendours of the firmament of time 
May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not ; 
Like stars to their appointed height they climb, 
And death is a low mist which cannot blot 
The brightness it may veil. When lofty thought 
Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair. 
And love and life contend in it, for what 



Shall be its earthly doom, the dead '. 
Aod move like winds of light on dark i 
air. 

XLT. 

The iaheritors of unfulfilled renown 
Rose from their thrones, built bej 

thought, 
Far in the unapparenl. Chatterton 
Rose pale, his solemn agon^ had no: 
Yet faded from him ; Sidney, as he 
And as he fell and as he lived and 1 
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without epi 
Arose ; and Luoan, by bis death ap| 
Oblivion as they rose shrank like a thin, 



And manjmore, whose names on ear 
But whose transmitted effluence can 
So long as fire outlives the parent s 
Rose, robed in dazzling immortality 
"Thou art become as one of us," th 
"It was for thee yon kingless apher 
Swung blind in unascended majesty 
Silent alone amid a Heaven of song 
Assume thy winged tlirone, thou Vee 
throng ! " 

xLTir. 
Who mourns for Adonais ? oh com< 
Food wretch I and know thyself and 
Clasp with thy pantingsoul the pendu 
As from a centre, dart thy spirit's li 
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Beyond all worlds, antil its spacious might 
Satiate the void eircumference : then shrink 
Even to a point within our day and night ; 
And keep thj heart light, lest it make thee sink 
When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to 
the brink. 

XLvni. 

Or go to Borne, which is the sepulchrie, 
Oh, not of him, but of our joj : 'tis nought 
That ages, empires, and religions, there 
Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought ; 
For such as he can lend, — ^they borrow not 
Glory from those who made the world their 

prey; 
And he is gathered to the kings of thought 
Who waged contention with their times' decay. 
And of the past are all that cannot pass away. 

XLIX. 

Go thou to Home, — ^at once the Paradise, 
The grave, the city, and the wilderness ; 
And where its wrecks like shattered mountains 

rise. 
And flowering weeds, and fragrant copses dress 
The bones of Desolation's nakedness 
Pass, till the Spirit of the spot shall lead 
Thy footsteps to a slope of green access. 
Where, like an infant's smile, over the dead 
A light of laughing flowers along the grass is 
spread, 



And gra; walla moulder round, on which dull 

Time 
Feeds, like bIow fire upon a hoary hrand ; 
And one keen pyramid with wedge sublim 
Favilioning the dust of him who planned 
This refuge for his memDry,doth stand 
Like flame transformed to marble ; and hen 
A field is spread, on which a newer band 
Have pitched in Heaven's smile their cam 

Welcoming him we lose with scarce extiugqi 
breath. 

LI. 

Here pause : these graves are all too yooi 

yet 
To have outgrown the sorrow which consij 
Its charge to each ; and if the seal is set, 
Here, od one fountain of a mourning mind 
Break it not thou 1 loo surely shalt thou fi 
Thine own well full, if thou retumest horn 
Of tearsand gall. From the world'is hitler 
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb. 
What Adonais is, why fear we to become ? 



The One remains, the many change and pi 
Heaven's light for ever shines, Earth's shai 

iiji 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass. 



Situns the white radiance of Eternity, 
TTntil Death tramples it lo I'ragmenta. — Die, 
hou wouldst be with thai which thou dost 

low where all is fled I — Rome's azure sky, 
wers, ruins, statues, music, words are weak 
lory they transfuse with lilting truth to speak. 



[J linger, why turn back, why shrink, my 

Heart ? 
f hopes are gone before : from all things here 
sy have departed ; thou shoutdst now depart 1 
ight is past from the revolving year, 
d man, and woman ; and what still is dear 
racts to crush, repels to make thee wither. 
a soft sky smiles, — the low wind whispers 

) Adonais calls ! oh, hasten thither, 
ore let Life divide what Death can join to- 
gether. 

LIV, 

nt light whose smile kindles the Universe, 

It Beauty in which all things work and move, 
&t Benediction which the eclipsing Curse 
birth can quench noi, that sustaining Love 
lich through the web of being blindly wove 
man and beast and earth and air and sea, 
rns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 
s fire for which all thirst, now beams on me, 
iming the last clouds of cold mortality. 



The breath whose might I have iavoked 
Descends on me ; my spirit's bark is At 
Far from the shore, far from the tr< 

throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest 
The mussy earth and sphered skies are 
I am borjie darkly, fearfully afar j 
Whilst burning through the inmost 

Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star, 
Beacons from the abode where the Etemi 



TO MIGHT. 

TLT walk over the weatera wave. 

Spirit of Nigbt ! 
if the vaiatj eastern cave, 
re all the long and lone daylight, 
wovest dreams of joy and fear, 
:h make thee terrible and dear, — 

Swift be tby flight I 

) thy form in a mantle gray, 

Slar-in wrought ! 
I with tbine hair the eyes of day, 
her until abe be wearied out, 
. wander o'er city, and sea, and land, 
hing all with thine opiate wand — 
Come, long-sougbt 1 

n I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee ; 
□ light rode high, and the dew was gone, 
noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
the weary Day turned to his rest, 
ering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 

brother Death came, and cried, 

Wouldst thou me ? 
sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed, 
Murmured like a noontide bee. 
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Shall I nestle near thy side ? 
Wouldst thou me ? — and I replied, 

No, not thee ! 

Death will come when thou art dead, 
Soon, too soon — 

Sleep will come when thou art fled; 

Of neilher would I ask the boon 
■ I ask of thee, beloved Night — 

Swifl be thine approaching flight, 
Come soon, soon 1 



FEOM THE ARABIC. 

AM IMITATION. 

Mt faint spirit was silting in the light 

Of thy looks, my love ; 
It panted for thee like the hind at noon 

For tJie brooks, my love. 
Thy barb, whose hoofs outspeed the tempest's fligl 

Bore thee far from me ; 
My heart, for my weak feet were weary soon, 

Did companion thee. 

Ah ! fleeter far than Seetest storm or steed. 

Or the death they bear. 
The heart which tender thought clothes like a do' 

With the wings of care ; 
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In the battle, in the darkness, in the need, 
Shall mine cling to thee, 

Nor claim one smUe for all the comfort, love, 
It maj bring to thee. 



TO E""" V"". 

lA, wherefore hast tbou sent to me 

eet>baail and mignonette? 

ing love and health, which never yet 

tme wi'eath might be. 

i8, and they are wet I 

h thy kiasea or thy teara F 

;h fragrance drew 

lant or flower — the very doubt endears 

' aadnesa ever new, 

IB I breathe, the tears I shed for thee. 



TIME. 



E Sea ! whose waves are years, 
1 of Time, whose waters of deep woe 
ijiish with the salt of human tears ! 
shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow 
; the limits of mortality! 
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And sick of prey, yet howling on for more, 
Vomitest thy wrecks on ila inhospitable shoi 
Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm, 

Who shall put forth on thee. 

Unfathomable Sea ? 



THE FUGITIVEa 



The waters are flashing, 
The white bail is dashing, 
The lighUiings are glancing, 

The hoar-spray is dandng — 

The whirlwind is rolling, 
The thunder is tolling, 
The forest ia swinging. 
The minster betU ringing — 
Come away 1 

The Earth is like Ocean, 
Wreck-strewn and in motion : 
Bird, beast, man, and worm, 
Hare crept out of tbe slonn— 
Come away I 



THE FDOITIYES. 
II. 

"Oar boat has one sail, 
And the hetmsman is pale , — 
A bold pilot I trow, 
Who should follow oa now,"— 
Shouted He — 

Aod she cried: "Ply the oar; 
Put off gayly from shore ! " — 
As she spoke, bolta of death 
UiKed with hail, specked their path 
O'er the sea. 

And from iale, tower, and rotk, 
The blue beacon-cloud broke, 
Thoagh dumb in the blast, 
The red cannon flashed fast 
From the lee. 



' And fear'at thou, and fear's! thou ? 
&.nd see'st thou, and hear'et thou ? 
ind drive we not free 
D'er the terrible sea, 
I and thou 7 " 

)De boat-cloak did cover 
The loved and the lover— 
Dbeir blood beats one measure, 
They murmur proud pleasure 
Soft and low j — 



THE rCGlTlVES. 

While around the lashed C 
Like mouDlains in motion, 
Is withdrawn and uplifted, 
Sunk, sliattered, and shitle 
To and fro. 



Id the court of the tortieea 
Beside the pale portress. 
Like a bloodhound well be 
The bridegroom stands, eai 
By shame ; 

On the topmost watoh-tnrr 
As a death-boding spirit, 
Stands the gray tyrant fat! 
To his voice the mad weat 
Seems tame ; 

And with curses as wild 
As e'er clung to child, 
He devotes to the blast 
The best, loveliest, and las! 
Of his name ! 

L. m. 12 



le sad t»^M, 

An^ ere n^^t 
liedaj; 
iboan creep, 
rram thj sleep 



TO . 

Mine eyes were dim with tears 
Yes, I was flrm — thus wen m 

Mj baffled looks did fear yet dn 
To meet ihy looks — I eould ti 

How anxiously they sought to t 

With soothing pity upon mine. 

To sit aod curb the bouI'e mute 
Which preys upon itself aloni 

To curse the life wbiuh is lh« a 
Of fettered grief that dares Oi 

Hiding from muny n careless ej 

The scorned load of agony. 

Whilst thou alone, then not regi 
The [ j thou alone shoul 

To spend years thus, and be re^ 
As thou, sweet love, requited 

When none were near — Oh ! I 

From torture for that moment's 

Upon my heart thy accents 8W( 
Of peace and pity fell like de 

On flowers half dead ; — thy lipi 
Mine tremblingly ; ihy dark 

Their soft persuasion on my brj 

Charming away its dream of pi 



Dot bappf , sweet ! oar state 
aogeandliillofdoabt and fear; 
K^of words that ilk abate; — 
rre or censore come not near 
red friendship, lest there be 
ce left for tbon and me. 

and good and mild thoa art, 
can I live if tbon appear 
bnt thyself, or turn thine heart 
J from me, or stoop to wear 
isk of scorn, although il be 
: the love tbon feel'at for me. 



UNES. 

Fab, far away, O ye 
Halcyons of Memory 1 
L some far calmer nest 
] this abandoned breast ;— 
lews of your false spring 
ny heart's winler bring ; 
B having gone, in vain 
Te come t^jain. 

tares, who build your bowem 
b in the future's towers I 



Withered hopes on hopes are sp 
Dying joys, choked by the dead, 
Will serve your beaks for prey 
Many a day. 



SONG. 

Raeelt, rarely, comest thon. 

Spirit of Delight! 
Wherefore basi thou left me noi 

Maoy a day and night ? 
Many a neary night and day 
Tis since thou art iled away. 

How shall ever one like me 
Win thee back again ? 

With the joyons and the free 
Thou wilt scoff at pain. 

Spirit false ! thou hast forgot 

All but those who need thee not. 

Aa a lizard with the shade 

Of a trembling leaf, 
Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 

Even the sighs of grief 
Reproach thee, that thou art not 
And reproach thou wilt not hear 



L. FB&OMENT. 



But, above all other things, 

Spirit, I lore thee — 
Thou art love and life 1 O <x 
Make once more mj heart thj 



A FRAGMENT. 

As a violet's geotle eye 
Gazes on the azure akj, 

Until its hue grows like what : 
Afl a gray and empty mis 
Lies like solid Amelhjst, 

Over the western mountain it 
When the suDset sleeps 

As a strain of sweetest si 
Wraps itself the wind arc 

Until the voiceless wind be mv 
As aught dark, vtun and 
Basking in what is beauti 

Is full of light and love. 



TO . 

:, nlien sod Toices die, 

ea in the memory — 

s, when sweet violets sicken, 

'ithin the sense they quicken. 

eaves, when the rose is dead, 
laped for tb« beloved's bed ; 
) thy thoughts, when thou art gone, 
Uelf shall slumber on. 



alive and so bold, O Earth ? 

)u not over-bold ? 

Apest thou forth as of old 

light of thy morning mirth, 

)f the flock of the starry fold? 

«Bt thou forth as of old ? 

he limbs still when the ghost is fled, 

t thou more, Napoleon being dead ? 

not thy quick heart cold ? 
ipark ia alive on thy hearth ? 



How! is not At'g deatfa-knell knolled ? 

And livest Mow still, Mother Earth ? 
Thou wert warming thj fingers old 
O'er the emhers covered and cold 
Of tliat most fiery spirit, when it fled — 
What, Mother, do you laugh now he is dead ? 

" Who has known me of old," replied Earth, 

" Or who has my story told ? 
It is thou who art over-buld." 

And the lightDJDg of scorn laughed forth 
As she BUng, " To my bosom I fold 
All my sons when their knell is knolled, 
And so with living motion all are fed, 
And the quick spring like weeds out of the 

" Still alive aiid still bold," shouted Earth, 

" I grow bolder, and still more bold. 
The dead fill me tea thousand fold 

Fuller of speed, and splendour, and mirth ; 
I was cloudy, and sullen, and cold, 
Like a frozen chaos uprolled, 
Tilt by the spirit of the mighty dead 
My heart grew warm. I feed on whom I fed." 

" Ay, alive and still bold," mnltered Earth, 

" Napoleon's fierce spirit rolled, 
In terror, and blood, and gold, 

A torrent of ruin to death from his birth. 



Leave the millions wbo follow to mould 

The metai before it be cold, 

bis shame, which like the dead 
hopes that from his glory fled." 



TO-MOREOW. 



, beloved To-morrow ? 

ind old, aad strong and weak, 

brough joy and sorrow, 

1 1 well-a-dayl 

J we fled — To-day, 



QISEVRA." 

wonder-stricken, even as one 
•th into the wr and sun 
hamber of a mortal CevcT, 
incapable, and ever 
B comments in her dizzy brain 
till the familiar train 

I a poem wbich Shelley intended to write 
> be found in (he first TDlume of a. book 
ore Fiorentioo." 



GINEVRA. 187 

Of objects and of persons passed like things 
Strange as a dreamer's mad imaginings, 
Ginevra from the nuptial altar went ; 
The vows to which her lips had sworn assent 
Rung in her brain still with a jarring din, 
Deafening the lost intelligence within. 

And so she moved under the bridal veil, 
Which made the paleness of her cheek more pale, 
And deepened the faint crimson of her mouth. 
And darkened her dark locks, as moonlight doth, — 
And of the gold and jewels glittering there 
She scarce felt conscious, but the weary glare 
Lay like a chaos of unwelcome light. 
Vexing the sense with gorgeous undelight. 
A moonbeam in the shadow of a cloud 
Was less heavenly fair — her face was bowed, 
And as she passed, the diamonds in her hair 
Were mirrored in the polished marble stair 
Which led from the cathedral to the street ; 
And even as she went her light fair feet 
Erased these images. 

The bride-maidens who round her thronging 
came. 
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shame. 
Envying the unenviable ; and others 
Making the joy which should have been another's 
Their own by gentle sympathy ; and some 
Sighing to think of an unhappy home ; 



dmiring what can ever Inre 
leave the heaven sereae and poK 
smiles for life's great cheat; a thing 
tte, sneet in imagining. 

are all dispersed — and lo ! she stands 

idle grief on her white hands, 

n the garden now her own ; 

h the sunny air, with jangling tone, 

at the meiTy marriage-bells, 

azure silence, sinks and swells ; — 

ke one within a dream who dreams 

beaming, until slumber seems 

of itself — when suddenly 

od before her, pale as she. 

, with sorrow, and with pride, 

B wan eyes upon the bride, 

" Is this thy faith?" and then as dne 

ping face is stricken by the sun 

like a harsh voice, which bids him rise 

pon his day of life with eyes 

> in vain that they can dream no more, 

ff her lover, and forbore 

r faint, and checked the stifling blood 

on her heart, and unsnbdued 

end, if earthly violence or ill, 

loubt, or the tyrannic will 

chance, or custom, time, or change, 
ance, or terror, or revenge, 
[ looks, or words, or evil speech, 
eir stings and venom, can impeach 



Our love, — we love not: — if the 

hides 
The victim from the tyrant, and di 
The cheek that whitens from the e 
Imperious inquisition to the lieart 
That is another's, could dissever oi 
We love not." — " What ! do not tli 
Beckon thee to Gberardi's bridal I 
Is not tbat ring" a pledge, 1 

Of broken vows, but she wilb pati 
The golden circle from her finger I 
And said — "Accept this token of i 
The pledge of vows to be absolved 
And I am dead or shall be soon — i 
Will mix its music with that merr 
Does it not sound as if they aweetl 
' We toll a corpse out of the marri 
The flowers upon my bridal ehaml 
Will serve unfaded for my bier — s 
That even the dying violet will noi 
Before Ginevra." The strong fun 
Had made her accents weaker and 
And quenched the crimson life upt 
And glazed her eyes, and spread a 
Round her, which chilled the bun 

fear, 
Making her but an image of the tl 
Which, like a prophet or a shadow 
News of the terrors of the coming 
Like an accuser branded with the 



have cast on a beloved friend, 
ing eyes reproach not to the end 
betrayer — he then with vain repentance 
are, he cannot now avert, the sentence — 
tuod and would have spoken, wlien 
ound voice of women and of men 
dk approaching ; he retired, while she 
imid the admiring company 
le palace, — and her maidens soon 
lier attire for thu afternoon, 
ler at her own request lo keep 
»f quiet and rest : — like one asleep 
t ejefl and folded bands she lay, 
le light of the declining day. 

hile the day sinks fast, the sun is set, 

e lighted hall the guests are met; 

liful looked lovelier in the light 

ind admiration, and delight, 

from a thousand hearts and eyes 

A momentary Paradise. 

d is safer than the silent wood, 

re's own doubts disturb the solitude ; 
hearts the fiery rain of wine 
the dew of music more divine 

Lhe deep emotions of the time 
cradled in a sunny clime : — 

y meet, who never yet have met, 

10 soon, but never to foi^et ? 

y saw the beauty, power, and wit 



Of looks and words which ne'er enchant* 
But life's fflmiliar veil was now withdraw 
As the world leapa before an earthquake 
And UDprophetic of the coming hours, 
The matin winds from the expanded flow 
Scatter their hoarded incense, and awake 
The earth, until the dewy sleep is shakei 
From every living heart which it possess 
Through seas and winds, cities and wilde. 
As if the future Bind the past were all 
Treasured i' the instant i — so Gherardi'a 
Laughed in the mirth of its lord's festival 
Till some one asked—" Where is the 

And then 
A bride's-maid went, and ere she came a 
A silence fell upon the guests — a pause 
Of expectation, as when beauty awes 
All hearts with its approach, though unb< 
Then wonder, and then fear that wonder qu 
Forwhisperspassed from mouth to ear whi 
The colour from the hearer's cheeks, and 
Louder and swifter round the company ; 
And then Gherardi entered with an eye 
Of ostentatious trouble, and a crowd 
Surrounded him, and some were weeping 

They found Ginevra deadl if it be dea 
To lie without motion, or pulse, or breatl 
With waxen cheeks, and limbs cold, stiff, an 
And open eyes, whose fixed and glassy li 



Mocked at the specalatioD they had owned. 
I be death, when. there ia felt around 
mell of clay, a pale and icy glare, 
I silence, and a Bense that tif^ the hajr 
im the Bcalp to the ankles, as it were 
Tuption from the spirit passing forth, 
1 giving all it shrouded to the earth, 
1 leaving ae swift lightning in its flight 
les, and smoke, and darkness : in our night 
thought we know thus much of death, — no more 
m the unborn dream of our life before 
sir barks are wrecked on its inhospitable shore. 
) marriage feast and its solemnity 
a turned to funeral pomp — the company, 
■h heavy hearts and looks, broke up ; nor they 

loved the dead went weeping on their way 
ne, hut sorrow mixed with sad anrprise 
«ened the springs of pity in all eyea, 

which that form, whose fate they weep in vain, 
.1 never, thought they, kindle amiles again. 
: lamps which, half extinguiahed in their haste, 
amed few and faint o'er the abandoned feast, 
wed aa it were within the vaulted room 
loud of sorrow hanging, aa if gloom 

1 passed out of men's minds into the air. 
le few yet stood around Gherardi there, 
inda and relations of the dead, — and he, 
JTeless man, accepted torpidly 

I consolation that he wanted not, 

s in the place of grief within him wrought. 



THE DIRGE. 193 

Their whispers made the solemn silence seem 
More still — some wept, [ ] 

Some melted into tears without a soh, 
And some with hearts that might be heard to throb 
Leant on the table, and at intervals 
Shuddered to hear through the deserted halls 
And corridors the thrilling shrieks which came 
Upon the breeze of night, that shook the flame 
Of every torch and taper as it swept 
From out the chamber where the women kept ;— 
Their tears fell on the dear companion cold 
Of pleasures now departed ; then was knolled 
The bell of death, and soon the priests arrived, 
And finding death their penitent had shrived, 
Betumed like ravens from a corpse whereon 
A vulture has just feasted to the bone. 
And then the mourning women came. — 



THE DIRGE. 

Old winter was gone 
In his weakness back to the mountains hoar, 

And the spring came down 
From the planet that hovers upon the shore 
Where the sea of sunlight encroaches 
On the limits of wintry night ; — 
VOL. in. 13 



If the land, and tlie air, and the sea, 
Rejoice not wben spring approaches, 
""- -"-^ =oice in Ihee, 



I is cold 

le bridal couch. 

I white death-bed, 

one to the bier, 

I charnel — and one, oh where ? 

aarlc arrow fled 



rough heaven once more has rolled, 
: heart 
e th^nest, 

1 be alive in her golden hair ; 
it that guides the sun 
his flaming chur, 
ifaall sleep. 



FONTS A MABB, TIRA 

The sud is set ; the anallows are 
The baU are flitting fast in the | 

The slow Bofl toads out of damp c< 
And evening's breath, wandering 

Over the quivering surface of the 

Wakee not one ripple from its sun 

There ia no dew on the dry grass 
Nor damp within the shadow ot 

The wind is intermitting, dry, and 
And in the inconstant motion of 

The dust and straws are driveii u] 

And whirled about the pavement i 

Within the surface of the fleeting 
The wrinkled image of the city 

Immovably unquiet, and for ever 
It trembles, but it never fades t 

Go to the [ ] 

You, being changed, will find it tL 

The chasm in which the aun baa a 

By darkest barriers of enormou 

Idke mountun over mountain hue 



'•"I Slid moving upwards in a crowd, 
t B. space of watery blue, 
keen eveuiag star is sbining throug 



ON TSB SBBCHIO. 

e asleep on Serchio's stream, 

e folded like thoughts in a dream, 

iviAya idly, hither and thither ; 

be boatman, has brought the mast, 

irs, and the sails ; but 'tis sleeping fast, 

si, unconscious of its tether. 

>umt out in the pale blue lur, 

lin white moon lay withering there, 

uid cavern, and nfl, and tree, 

id the bat Hed drowsily. 

ilidled the dewy woods 

icks above and the stream below, 

ipoufs in their multitudes, 

pennines' shroud of summer snow, 

d with light of aery gold 

in their eastern caves uproUed. 

wakened all things that be, 

,nd the thrush and the swallow free; 



And the milkmaid's song and mon 
And the matio-beil and the mounb 
Fire-fties vere quenched on the ii 
Glow-worms went out on the rivei 
Like lamps which a student foi^et 
The beetle forgot to wind his horn. 
The crickets were still in the meac 
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer's 
Night's drewna and terrors, every 
Fled from the brains which are the 
Prom the lamp's death to the mor 

All rose to do the task He set to « 
Who shaped us to his ends and no 
The millioii rose to learn, and one 
What none jet ever knew or can 

And many rose 
Whose wo6 was such that fear bei 
Melchior and Lionel were not am 
They from the throng of men had 
And made their home under the j 
It was that hill, whose interveninj 
Screens Lucca from the Fisan's e 
Which the cirenmfluous plain wai 
Like a wide lake of green fertilitj 
With streams and fields and mars 
Divides from the far Apennines- 
Islanded in the immeasurable air. 



le lies ia her green cove, 

I is dreaming of? 

: true, why I should gue^s 

; of our idleness, 

atery way 

T by this time of day." — 

mind," said Lionel, 
Is, they can bear it well 

riving merrily, 
this mom will light 
am to-night. — 
le breeze blows fair; 
c's long black hair I 
lazy motious, 



e sails are spread, 
Bsh behind, 
rise fed, 
jming wind ; — 
)oat makes head 

itling course, 

mountain source 
[rong, doth come, — > 



A LAMENT. 199 

In morning's smile its eddies coil, 
Its billows sparkle, toss, and boil, 
Torturing all its quiet light 
Into columns fierce and bright. 

The Serchio, twisting forth 
Between the marble barriers which it clove 
At Ripafratta, leads through the dread chasm 
The wave that died the death which lovers love, 
Living in what it sought ; as if this spasm 
Had not yet past, the toppling mountains cling. 
But the clear stream in full enthusiasm 
Pours itself on the plain, until wandering, 
Down one clear path of effluence crystalline 
Sends its clear waves, that they may fling 
At Amo's feet tribute of com and wine : 
Then, through the pestilential deserts wild 
Of tangled marsh and woods of stunted fir, 
It rushes to the Ocean. 



A LAMENT. 

Swifter far than summer's flight, 
Swifter far than youth's delight. 
Swifter far than happy night. 

Art thou come and gone : 



Aa thn Earth when leares are dead, 
aigbt when sleep ia sped, 
tieart when J07 is fled, 
I am left lone, alone. 

tOow Summer cornea again, 
let Night resumes her reign, 
wild swan Toutb is Mq 

To fly with thee, false as thou. 
rt each day desires the morrow, 
self is turned to sorrow, 
would my winter borrow 

Runny leaves from any bough. 

r a bridal bed, 
r a matron's head, 
or a mtuden dead, 

Fansies let my flowers be : 
iving grave I bear, 
hem without a tear, 
fiend, however dear. 

Waste one hope, one fear for me. 



pent is shut oat from paradise, 
nded deer must seek the herd no more 
In which its heart-cure lies : 



TO . 201 

The widowed dove must cease to haunt a bower, 
Like that from which ita mate with feigned sigha 

Fled in the April hour. 
I too, must seldom seek again 
Near happy friends a mitigated pun. 



Of hatred I am proud, — with scorn content ; 
Indifierence, that once hurt me, now is grown 

Itself indifferenL 
But, not to speak of love, pitj alone 
Can break a spirit already more than bent. 

The miserable one 
Turns the mind's poison into food, — 
Its medicine is tears, — its evil good. 



Therefore if now I see jon setdomer, 

Dear friends, defafriertd/ know that I only fly 

Tour looks because they stir 
Griefs that should sleep, and hopes that cannot die : 
The very comfort that they minister 

I scarce can bear ; yet I, 
So deeply is the arrow gone. 
Should qnickly perish if it were withdrawn. 

IT. 

When I return to my cold home, you ask 
Why I am not as I have ever been ? 
Tou spoil me for the task 



forced part on life's dull scene, — 

on my brow the idle mask 

' author, great or mean, 

I's Carnival. I sought 

and but in jou I found it not. 



I hour, to-day, I tried my lot 

s flowers, and every one still said, 

Jbe lores me, loves me not." • 

meant a vision long since fled — 
fortuoe, fame, or peace of Hiougbt — 
it meant — but I dread 
lat you may know too well : . 
'as truth in the sad oracle. 

TI. 

'er seas and foreata seeks her home ; 

vild, but has its quiet nest, 

ben it no more would roam ; 

B billows on the ocean's breast 

k bursting heart, and die in foam, 

id thus, at length, find rest: 

lere is a place of peace 

reak heart and all its throbs will cease. 



yesterday, if she believed 
resolution. One who had 
ould ne'er have thus relieved 

• See Fault. 



THE AZIOLA. 

Hia heart with words, — but -what hi 

Would do, and leave the acomer unrs 

These Terses are too sad 
To Bead to jou, but that I know, 
Happy yourself, you feel another's wi 



THE AZIOLA. 

** Do yon not hear the Aziola cry ? 
Melhinks she muBt be nigh," 

Said Mary, as we sate 
In dusk, ere the star3 were lit, or candl 

And I, who thought 
This Aziola was some tedious woman 

Asked, " Who is Aziola ? " How i 
I felt to know that it was nothing hui 

No mockery of myself to fear and 

And Mary eaw my soul. 
And laughed and said, " Disquiet you 

'Tis nothing but a little downy owl 

Sad Aziola! many an eventide 

Thy music I had heard 
By wood and stream, meadow and mi 
And fields and marshes wide, — 

Such ae nor voice, nor lute, nor wi 

The soul ever stirred ; 



Unlike and far sweeter than they al 
. that moment I 
ly sad cry. 



TICAL ORKATMBBB. 

or majesty, nor fame, 
rength, nor skill in arms or aria, 
irda whom tyranny makes tame ; 
one beating of their hearts : 
I shadow of their shame ; 
s, or from the pageant starts 
jir blind millions fleet, 
Lven with obscene imagery 
loesa. What are numbers, knit 
m ? Man who man would be, 
pire of himself! in it 
, establishing his throne 
ill, quelling the anarchy 
rs, being himself alone. 



LINES TO AN INDIAN AIK. 



A LAMENT. 



Wokid! Olife! Otime! 
On whose last 3leps I climb, 

TrembliDg at that where I had stood 
When will retam the glory of your prii 
No more — Oh, never more 1 

Out of the day and night 
A joy hsi3 taken flight ; 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winte 
Move my faint heart with grief, but wit 
No more — Oh, never more 1 



LINES TO AN INDIAN AIR 

I ABiSE from dreams of thee 
In the flrat sweet sleep of night. 
When the winds are breathing Ic 
And the stars are shining bright. 
I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Haa led me — who knows bowP 
To thy chamber window, sweet I 

The wandering airs they f^nt 
Ou the dark, the silent stream — 
The champak odours fail 



A. BRIDAL BOKG. 

Like sweet though Is in a dream ; 
The nighUogale'a complaint, 

ipon her heart, 

ist die on thioe, 

id as thou art ! 

e from the grass 1 
feint, I fell ! 
love in kisses rwn 
ips and eyelids pale, 
sk is cold and white, alas I 
-t beats loud and fest, 
iss it close to thine again, 
t will break at last 



BRIDAL SONG. 

•ates of sleep unbar 
:ngtb and beautj, met together, 
image like a star 
glassy weather I 
Jl thy stars look down, — 
weep thy holiest dew, — 
I the inconstant moon 
>n a pair so true. 
see their own delight ; 
Hour, and thy flight 
>ft renew. 



Fairies, sprites, and angels, keep ber 1 
Hol^ stars, permit no wrong I 

And return to wake the sleeper, 
Dawn, — ere it be long. 

joy ! O fear ! what will be dooe 
In the absence of the sun ! 
Come along I 



TO . 

When passion's trance is oTerpast, 
If tenderness and imth could last 
Or live, whilst all wild feelings keep 
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep. 
I should not weep, I should not weep 

It were enough to feel, to see 
Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly, 
And dream the rest — and bum and b 
The secret food of fires unseen, 
Couldst thou but be at thou hast beei 

After the slumber of the year 
The woodland violets re-appear ; 
All things revive in field or grove, 
And sky and eea ; but two, which mo 
And for all others, life and love. 



GOOD-NIGHT. 

HT ? ah I no ; the hour ia ill 

levers those it should unite ; 
lain together still, 
will be good night. 

'. call the lone night good, 
thy sweet wishes wing its flight 7 
:ai<l, thought, understood, 
will be good night. 

which near each other move 
rening cloae to morning light, 
is good ; because, my love, 
tver gay good-night. 



MUSIC. 

le music which is divine, 
n ita thirst is a dying flower ; 
le sound like enchuiited wine, 
I notes in a silver shower; 
138 plain for the gentle rain, 
il, till they wake agun. 

. of the spirit of that sweet sound, 
lore 1—1 am thirsting yet, 



DIKQE FOR THE TEAH 

It loosens the serpent which care ha 

Upon my heart, lo stifle it ; 
The dissolving straiu, through everj 
Passes into my heart and brain. 

As the sccDt of a violet withered up 
Which grew by the brink of a sil' 

When the hot noon has drained its < 
And mist there was none its thirs 

And the violet lay dead while the oi 

On the winga of the wind o'er the w 

As one who drinks from a charmed 
Of foaming, and sparkling, and mut 

Whom, a mighty Enchantress fltlin^ 
Invilea to love with her kiss divir 



DIKGE FOR THE TEA 

Obpban hours, the year is deai 
Ck>me and sigh, come and we 
Merry hours, smile instead, 

For the year is hut asleep ; 
See, it smiles as it is sleeping. 
Mocking your untimely weepin 
TOL. ni. 14 



A FK A GHENT. 

Firthquake i-otks a corse 

coffin in ihe clay, 

te Winter, that rough nurse, 

i the dead-cold jear to-day j 

hours ! wail aloud 

r mother in her shroud, 

vild air stir^ and sways 
ree-swung cradle of a child, 
ireath of these rude days 
I the year: — be calm and mild, 
ng hours ; she will arise 
w love wilhin her eyes, 

g»y is here, 
a sexton by her grave ; 
y hears the bier, 
li with grief doth howl and rave, 
ril weeps — but, ye hours ! 
with May's fairest flowers. 



A FRAGMENT. 

wo cousins, almost like two twins, 
[rom the catalogue of sins 
azed their love — which could not he 
rering their nativity. 



And so they grew together, like two 1 
Upon one stem, which the same 

showers 
Lull or awaken in their purple primt 
Which the same hand will gather — tht 
Shake with decay. This fair day sm 
All those who love, — and who e'er lov 
Fiordispina ? Scarcely Coaimo, 
Wiihin whose bosom and whose brait 
The ardours of a vision which obacnr 
The very idol of its portraiture j 
He faints, dissolved into a sense of Iff 
But thou art as a planet sphered abo< 
But thoD art Love itself — ruling the 
Of his subjected spiHt : — such emotio 
Must end in sin or sorrow, if sweet ti 
Had not brought forth this morn — yo 

day. 



TO . 

One word is too often pro&ne 

For me to profain it, 
One feeling too falsely disdaio' 

For thee to disdtun it. 
One hope is too like desptur 

For prudence to smother, 
And Pily from thee more dea 

Than that from another. 



>t what men call lore, 
hou accept not ' - 

the heart lifts above 
leavena reject not : 
f the moth for the star, 
ht for the morrow, 
1 to Eometfaing afar 
sphere of our sorrow ? 



NOTE ON THE POEMS OP 1821. 

BT TEE BDITOB. 

Ut task becranes inexprsBsibly pidnful u the yttx dram 
near that which sealed oor earthly tatei and eaoh poem and 
each eient It records, has a'renl or mj^teriom coonecUon 
with the fatal cataatiaphe. I feel that I am incapable <^ 
putting on paper the history of thoas times. Tin heart of 
the man, abiion«d of the poet, 

Who could peep and botanizB npon bis mother's grave, 

doe> not appear to me less iuexpUoably framed than that 
of one who con dissect and probe past woes, and repeat to 
the pnblia ear the groans drawn from them in the throea of 
theii agony. 

The year 1831 was spent in Pisa, or at the baths of San 
Ginliano. We were not, as our wont had been, alone — Mends 
had gathered roimd ns. Nearly all are dead; and when 
memory reoors to the past, she wanders among tombs: the 
genlos with all his blighting errors and mi^t; powers ; the 
companion of Shelley's oceaji-wanderlngB, and the ■barer 
of his fate, than whom no man ever existed moie'gentle, 
graerons, and fearless ; and others, who fonnd in Sbelley'l 
society, and in his great knowledge and warm sympatiiy, 
. delight, isitmction and solace, have joined him beyond tbs 
grave. A few snrvive who have felt life a desert since he 
left it What misfortune oan eqnal death? Change can 
oonvert every other into a bles^g, or heal Its sting — death 
alone baa do otire ; it abakes the tbrnidatjonB of the eaitii on 
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which ve' tread, it destrojra its beauty, it caste down onr 
thflltflr, it expoBM qb bare to daBOlation ; wlien those we Iota 
bsTe pused into eternity, "life is the desert uid the eoli- 
tude," in wliich we are farced to linger — but never And com 
fort more. 

There Is mnch in the Adonais which seems now more 
applicable to Shelle; himself, than to the younf; and gifted 
poet whom he monmed. The poetic view he takes of death, 
and the lofty scorn he displays towards his calumniators, are 
as a prophecy oc hia own destiny, when received among 
immortal Domes, aud the poisonous breath of critics has 
vaulsbed into empUoess before the fame he inherits. 

Shelley's favonrile taste was boating; when living near 
the Thames, or by the lake of Geneva, much of his life was 
spent on the watei. On the ebore of every lake, or stream, 
or sea, near which he dwelt, he had a boat moored. He bad 
latterly enjoyed this pleasure again. There are no pleaaare- 
boata DD the Amo, and the sbailowness of ita waters, except 
in winter tJine, when the stream is too turbid and impetuous 
for boating, rendered it difflcnlt to get any skiff light enough 
to float Shelley, however, overcame the difficulty; he, to- 
gether with a friend, coDttived a boat such as the huntamen 
cany abont with them in the Maremma, to croes the sluggish 
but deep streams that intersect the finssts, a boat of Jaths 
nod pitched canvas; it held three persons, and he was often 
Been on the Amo in it, to the horrer of the Italians, who 
remonstrated on the danger, and could not understand how 
any one could take pleasure in an exercise that risked life. 
" Ua vaper la vital " they exclaimed. I little thouf^t how 
truB their words would prove. He once ventured with a 
friend, on the glassy sea of a calm day, down the Amo and 
round the coast, to Legbom, which by keeping close in shore 
was very practicable. They ntnmed to Pisa by the canal, 
irhen, missing the direct cat, they got entangled among 
iveeds, and the boat npeet; a wetting was all the harm done, 
ixcept that the intense cold of bis drenched clothes made 
Shelley funt. Once I went down with him to the. month of 
lie Amo, where the stream, then high and swill, met the 
Ide'ess sea and disturbed its sluggish waters; it was a waste 
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and dreary scene; the deatrt sand stretched into a point sor. 

Tonndedb; waves that broke Idl; though perpetually arouod; 

it was B scene vary similar to Liih, of which he had B^d, — 
1 love all waste 
And Bolitarj places; where we taste 
The pleasure of believing what we see 
1» boundless, as we wish onr souls to be; 
And such was this wide oc«an, and this shore 
More harren than ita billows. 

Our little boat was of greater use, unaccompanied by any 
danger, when we remored to the baths. Some friends lived 
at the Tillage of Fugnano, fonr miles off, and we i^ent to and 
fro to see tbem, in uur boat, by the canal; which, fed by the 
Serchio, was, though an artificial, a full and plctn 
stream, making its vay under verdant banks, shcltei 
trees that dipped their boughs into the murmuring ^ 
By day, mnltitudes of ephemera darted to and fro i 
surface; at night, (he Bre-fiies came ont among tbe shmbi 
on the banks ; the cicala at noon day kept up theh' hum ; the 
aiiola cooed in the qniet erenuig. It was a pleasant sui 
bright la all but Shelley's health and Inconetant spirit! 
he enjoyed himself greally, and becamti more and more 
nttached to the part of the country where chance appeared 
to cast us. Sometimes he projected taking a farm, situated 
on the height of one of the near hills, surronnded by chestnut 
and pine woods, and overlooking a wide extent of country; 
or of settling still fnrtlfer in the maritime Apennines, at 
Massa. Several of bis slighter and nnfinishcd poems were 
inspired by these scenes, and by the companions around us. 
It is the nature of that poetry, however, which overflows from 
the sonl, oftenerto express sorrow and regret than joy; for it 
is when oppressed by the weight of life, and away from those 
he lores, thatthe poet has recourse to the solace of eipraseion 

StJU Shelley's passion was the ocean ; and he wished that 
out eummere, instead of being passed among the hlUa near 
Piaa, should ba spent on the shores of the sea. It was very 
difficult to find a spot. We shrank fhim Naples from a fear 
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he&ts would dlae^ree with Peroji Leghorn hid la«t 
attnctioD, gince onr frlenda who had resided Ibera 
uned to Eiiglmid^iid MonM Nero being the resort 
English, we did not wish to find onnelTes in tho 
a colony of chance travellerB. No one Chen thoaght 
le to reside at Via Reggio, which latterly hu become 
N resort. The low landa and bad air of Haremma 
lie whole lenph of the western ahoree of the Medi- 
n, till broken by the rocka and hills of Spaiia. It 
ague idea; but Shelley euggested an excursion to 
see wbetbeiitwonld be feasible to apead a snmmer 
rbe beauty of the bay enchanted him — ws aaw oo 
suit us — but the notion took root, and many oiroam- 
enchaiced aa by fatality, occotred to urge him to 

ked forward l^is antoiDn wJtlt great plsamr* to the 

of a yinit from Leigh Hunt When Shelley visited 
roil at Ravenna, the latter had suggested his coming 
thar with the plan of a periodical work, in which 
uld all join. ■Shelley saw a prospKit of good Ha the 

of his friend, and pleasure in hii society, and in- 
xeried htmeelf to hare the plan executed. He did 
id himself joining in the work ; partly from pride, 
ing to have the air of acquiring reader* ftir bis poetry 
listing It with the compoeiUona of mora popular 

and, aha, becanae he might feel shackled in tb« 
TGsaion of bia opiniona, if eny friends vera to ba 
lised ; by Choee opinions, carried even to tbur ntmost 
le wiabed to live and die, as being In his convicUOD 

true, bnt aucb as alone woald conduce to the moral 
nent and happiness of mankind. The sale of the 
ight, meanwhile, either really or supposedly, be in- 
' the free expression of bis tbou^ts, and ttiis evil he 
to avoid. 



POEMS WRITTEN IN 1822. 



THE ZUCCA* 

Summer was dead and Autumn was expiring, 
And infant Winter laughed upon the land 

All cloudlessly and cold t — when I, desiring 
More in this world than any understand, 

Wept o'er the beauty, which, like sea retiring. 
Had left the earth bare as the wave-worn sand 

Of my poor heart, and o'er the grass and flowers 

Pale for the falsehood of the flattering hours. 

Summer was dead, but I yet lived to weep . 

The instability of all but weeping ; 
And on the earth lulled in her winter sleep 

I woke, and envied her as she was sleeping. 
Too happy Earth I over thy face shall creep 

The wakening vernal airs, until thou, leaping 
From unremembered dreams shalt [ ] see 

No death divide thy immortality. 

I loved — no, I mean not one of ye, 
Or any earthly one, though ye are dear 

As human heart to human heart may be ; — 
I loved, I know not what — but this low sphere, 

* Pumpkin. 



containa not thee, 
There, I feel everyi 
idolatiy. 



from all whose shnpes 

id, delayed, or hidden, 
t and the lowest, 
hou art not forbidden 
bich thou beetowesi, 
ings, vacant and chiddi'n, 
e spirit's flight, 
le birth of night. 

streams, and all things 

et UD conscious loni; 
rhich are human, 
e feelings of theii' own ; 
ure smile of woman, 
i, and in the fresb giass 

I the most 
iment thee lost 

ng, when I saw 
r's margin lie, 
>nd his Nature's law, 
St him down to die ; 



THE ZUCCA. 

Its leaves which had outlived the fro 

Had blighted aa a heart which hatr 

Can blast not, hut which pity kills ; tl 

"Lay on its epotted leaves like tears to 

The Heavens had wept upon it, but t 
Had crushed it on her unmatemal 1 



I bore it to mj chamber, and I plante 
It in a rase full of the lightest mou 
The winter beams which out of Hea 
Fell through the window panes,di3ri 
Upon its leaves and flowers ; the star w 
In evening for the Day, whose car ba 
Over the horizon's wave, with looks o 
Smiled on it from the threshold of thi 

The mitigated influences of air 

And light revived the plant, and fr 

Strong leaves and tendrils, and its flo 
Full as a cup with the vine's burn! 

O'erflowed wjih golden colours; an 
or vital warmth, infolded it anew, 

And every impulse sent lo every pari 

The unbeheld pulsations of its heart. 

Well might the plant grow beautiful 
Even if the sun and air had smile 

For one wept o'er it all the winter loi 
Tears pure as Heaven's rain, which 



TO A LADY WITH A GCITAB. 

hour ; For sounds of aoflest song 
ritli the stringed melodies that won it 
lie gentle lips on which it olept, 
I the heart of him who sat and wept. 

1 his heart, and shook the leaves and 
rers 

h he wept, the while the savage storm 
the darkest of December's hours 
ring round the chamber bnshed and 
rm; 

were shivering in tbeir leafless bowers, 
L were frozen in the pools, the form 
maimer plant was dead [ ' 



A LADY WITH A GUITAR. 

X Miranda : — Take 

ve of music, for the sake 

who is the slave of thee ; 
£h it aU the harmony 
h. thou canst, and only thoa, 
le delighted spirit glow, 

denies itself again, 
3 intense, is turned to pain. 
permission and command 
e own Prince Ferdinand, 



r 
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Poor Ariel sends this silent token 

Of more than ever can be spoken ; 

Your guardian spirit, Ariel, who 

From life to life must still pursue 

Your happiness, for thus alone 

Can Ariel ever find his own ; 

From Prosperous enchanted cell, 

As the mighty verses tell, 

To the throne of Naples he 

Lit you o'er the trackless sea, 

Flitting on, your prow before, 

Like a living meteor. 

When you die, the silent Moon, 

In her interlunar swoon. 

Is not sadder in her cell 

Than deserted Ariel ; 

When you live again on earth, 

Like an unseen Star of birth, 

Ariel guides you o'er the sea 

Of life from your nativity : 

Many changes have been run 

Since Ferdinand and you begun 

Your course of love, and Ariel still 

Has tracked your steps and served your will. 

Now in humbler, happier lot. 

This is all remembered not ; 

And now, aJas I the poor sprite is 

Imprisoned for some fault of his 

In a body like a grave — 

From you, he only dares to crave. 



LADY WITH A 

e and his Borrow, 
r, a 6ung lo-morrow. 

> this idol wrought, 
j-monious thought, 
while on the steep 
re in their winter sleep, 
t repose divine 
wept Apennine ; 
, some of autumn past, 
iprinj^ approaching fast, 
ipril buds and showers, 
oiigs in July bowers, 
B ; and so this tree,— 
r death may be ! — 
and felt no pain, 

leneath Heaven's fairest star, 

ught this loved Guitar, 

justly to reply, 

!8tion skilfully, 

mtle aa thine own ; 

enamoured tone 

if woods and dells, 

'inda in sylvan cells ; 

nt all harmonies 

ind of the skies, 

ind the mountains, 

voiced fountains ; 

:hoe3 of the hills, 

Bs of falling rills, 



THE MAGNETIC LADT TO HER" PATIENT. 

Tlie melodies of birds and bees, 
Tbe murmuring of Bummer seas, 
And pattering rain, and breathing dew. 
And airs of evening ; and it knew 
That seWom-heBrd mysterious sound, 
Wbirb, driven on its diurnal round, 
As it iloats through houndtess day. 
Our world enkindles on its way — 
All this it knows, but will not tell 
To those who cannot question well 
Tbe spirit thai inhabits it j 
It talks according to the wit 
Of its companions ; and no more 
Is beard than has been felt before, 
By those who tempt it to betray 
These secrets of an elder day. 
But, sweetly as its answers will 
Flatter hands of perfect skill, 
It keeps its highest, holiest tone 
For our beloved friend alone. 



THE MAGNETIC LADY TO HER PATIE: 

" Sleep, sleep on ! forget thy pain ; 

Bly hand is on thy brow, 
My spirit on thy brain ; 
My pity on tby 'heart, poor friend ; 

And from my fingers flow 
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The powers of life, and like a sign, 

Seal thee from thine hour of woe ; 
And brood on thee, but may not blend 
With thine. 

" Sleep, sleep on ! I love thee not ; 

But when I think that he 
Who made and makes my lot 
As full of flowers, as thine of weeds, 

Might have been lost like thee ; 
And that a hand which was not mine 

Might then have chased his agony 
As I another's — ^my heart bleeds 
For thine. 

" Sleep, sleep, tod with the slumber of 

The dead and the unborn 
Forget thy life and love ; 
Forget that thou must wake for ever ; 

Forget the world's dull scorn ; 
Forget lost health, and the divine 

Feelings which died in youth's brief mom ; 
And forget me, for I can never 
Be thine* 

" Like a cloud big with a May shower. 

My soul weeps healing rain 
On thee, thou withered flower ; 
It breathes mute music on thy sleep ; 
. Its odour calms thy brain ! 



Its light within thy gloomy breast 

Spreads like a second youth' again. 
By mine tby being is to its deep 

Possest 

" The Bpell is done. How feel you now ? 

« Belter — Quite well," replied 
The sleeper, — " "What would do 
Tou good when suffering and awake? 

What cure your head and side?" — 
""Twould kill me what would cure my par 

And as I must on eanh abide 
Awhile, yet tempt me not to break 
My chain." 



A SONG. 

A -WIDOW bird sate mourning for her k 

Upon a wintry bough ; 
The frozen wind crept on above, 

The freezing stream below. 

There n-as no leaf upon the forest bare. 
No flower upon the ground, 

And little motion in the air 

Except the mill-wheel's sound. 

TOL. ni. 15 
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FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFIOTSHED DRAMA. 

« 

The foUowiog fragments are part of a Drama, nndertaken 
for the amusement of the individuals who composed our inti- 
mate society, but left unfinished. I have preserved a sketch 
of the story as far as it had been shadowed in the poet's mind. 

An Enchantress, living in one of the islands of the Indian 
Archipelago, saves the life of a Pirate, a man of savage but 
noble nature. She becon^es enamoured of him ; and he, in- 
constant to his mortal love, for a while returns her passion; 
but at length, recalling the memory of her whom he left, and 
who laments his loss, he escapes from the enchanted island 
and returns to his lady. His mode of life makes him again 
go to sea, and the Enchantress seizes the opportunity to bring 
him, by a spirit-brewed tempest, back to her island. 

Scene before the Cavern of the Indian Enchantress. 
The Enchantress comes forth. 

ENCHANTBES8. 

He came like a dream in the dawn of life, 

He fled like a shadow before its noon ; 
He is gone, and my peace is turned to strife. 
And I wander and wane like the weary moon. 
sweet Echo, wake. 
And for my sake 
Make answer the while my heart shall break I 

But my heart has a music which Echo's lips. 

Though tender and true, yet can answer not, 
And the shadow that moves in the soul's eclipse 



Can return not the kiss by his now 
Sweet lips! he who hath 
On njj desolate paih 
Cast the darknesa of absence, worse tl 

The Enchantreat matei her speli : she is anantr 



Within the silent centre of the earth 
My mansion is ; where I have lived ii 
From the beginning, and around mj s 
Have woven all the wondrous imager 
or this dim spot, which morlals call tl: 
Infinite depths of unknown elements 
Massed into one impenetrable mask ; 
Sheets of immeasurable fire, and veins 
Of gold, and atone, and adamantine in 
And as a veil in which I walk througt 
I have wrought mountains, seas, waves, 
And lastly light, whose interfusion daw 
In the dark space of interstellar air. 

A good Spirit, who wnCches orer the Pirate's 
a myeterions manner, tiie iiid; of bis love to i 
Iglfl. Stie is accompanied by a youth, who 
■whosB passion ehe raturas ooly with a sisterly a 
ensuing scene takes place between them on th 
the Isle. 



And if my grief should still be dearer 
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Than all the pleasures in the world beside, 
Why would you lighten it ? — 

LADT. 

I offer only 
That which I seek, some human sympathy 
In this mysterious island. 

INDIAN. 

. Oh ! my friend, 
My sister, my beloved I What do I say ? 
My brain is dizzy, and I scarce know whether 
I speak to thee or her. 

LADT. 

Peace, perturbed heart ! 
I am to thee only as thou to mine, 
The passing wind which heals the brow at noon. 
And may strike cold into the breast at night, 
Yet cannot linger where it soothes the most, 
Or long soothe could it linger. 



\ 



INDIAN. 

But you said 
You also loved ? 

LADT. 

Loved I Oh, I love. Methinks 
This word of love is fit for all the world, 
And that for gentle hearts another name 



FBAOMF^TS OF AS O 

Would speak of gentler i 

I have loved. 

And ihou I 
Toung as thou art, tliou c 



Oh I would that I could d 
From all the bitterness of 
I loved, I love, and when 
Let J07S and grief perish. 
To ring the knell of jouti 
The embodied vision of t1 
Which like a dawn herald 
The shadow of bis presen 
A paradise. All famUiar 
All common words he epo 
Like forms and sonnds of 
He was as is the sun in hi 
As terrible and lovely as 1 
He came, and went, and I 
Alas ! Why must I tbini 
Have sat together near th 
Under the green pavilion 
Spreads on the floor of tb 
Strewn by the nurslings tl 
Over that islet paved with 
While the musk-rose lea^ 
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Showered on U3, and the /dove mourned in the 

pine, 
Sad prophetess of sorrows not her own. 

INDIAN. 

Your breath is like soft music, your words are 
The echoes of a voice which on my heart 
Sleeps like a melody of early days. 
But as you said — 

LADT. 

He was so awful, yet 
So beautiful in mystery and terror, 
Calming me as the loveliness of heaven 
Soothes the unquiet sea : — ^and yet not so, 
For he seemed stormy, and would often seem 
A quenchless sun masked in portentous clouds ; 
For such his thoughts, and even his actions were ; 
But he was not of them, nor they of him. 
But as they hid his splendour from the earth. 
Some said he was a man of blood and peril. 
And steeped in bitter infamy to the lips. 
More need was there I should be innocent. 
More need that I should be most true and kind. 
And much more need that there should be found 

one 
To share remorse, and scorn, and solitude. 
And all the ills that wait on those who do 
The tasks of ruin in the world of life. 
He fled, and I have followed him. 



THE INVITATION. ! 

Such a one 
Is he who WBS the winter of my peace. 
But, fairest strasger, when didst thou depart 
Frora the far hills, where rise the springs of Ind 
How didst tbou pass the interrening sea ? 



If I be sure I am not dreaming now, 
I should not doubt to eaj it was a dream. 



THE ISLE. 

These was a little lawny islet 
By anemone and violet^ 

Like mosaic, paven : 
And its roof was flowers and leaves 
Which the summer's breath enweaves, 
Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze 
Pierce the pines and tallest trees. 

Each a gem engraven. 
Girt by many an azure wave 
With which the clouds and mountains pave 

A lake's blue chasm. 



TUE INVITATION. 



Best and brightest, come away, 
Fairer far than this fair day, 
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Which like thee to those in sorrow. 
Comes to hid a sweet good-morrow 
To the rough year just awake 
In its cradle on the hrake. 
The brightest hour of unborn spring, 
Through the winter wandering, 
Found it seems the halcyon mom, 
To hoar February bom ; 
Bending from Heayen, in azure mirth, 
It kissed the forehead of the earth. 
And smiled upon the silent sea. 
And bade the frozen streams be free ; 
And waked to music all their fountains, 
And breathed upon the frozen mountains, 
And like a prophetess of May, 
Strewed flowers upon the barren way. 
Making the wintry world appear . 
Like one on whom thou smilest, dear. 

Away, away, from men and towns. 

To the wild wood and the downs— 

To the silent wilderness 

Where the soul need not repress 

Its music, lest it should not find 

An echo in another's mind. 

While the touch of Nature's art 

Harmonizes heart to heart. 

I leave this notice on my door 

For each accustomed visitor : — 

^' I am gone into the fields 

To take what this sweet hour yields; — 



THE INVITATION. 

Reflection, joa mAj come to-m 
Sit by the fireside of Sorrow.— 
You with the unpaid bill, Desp 
You, tiresome verde-reciter, Cf 
I will pay jou in the grave, 
Death will listen to your stave 
Espectation too, be oSl 
To-day ia for itself enough ; 
Hope in pity mock not woe 
With smiles, nor follow where 
Long having lived on thy swee 
At length I find one moment g 
After long pain — with alt your 
This you never told me of." 

Radiant Sbler of the Day, 
Awake ! arise I and come awa; 
To the wild woods and the plai 
To the pools where winter rail 
Image all their roof of leaves, 
Where the pine its garland we: 
Of sapless green, and ivy dun. 
Round stems that never kiss tb 
Where the lawns and pastures 
And the sandhills of the sea. 
Where the melting hoar-frost \ 
The daisy-star that never sets, 
And wind-fiowers and violets, 
Which yet join not scent to hui 
Crown the pale year weak and 



THE REG OL LECTIO] 



It seemed as if the hour were < 
Sent from beyond the akies, 

Which scattered from above thi 
A light of Paradise. 



We paused amid the pines that 

The ^ants of the waste, 
Tortured by storms to shapes a 

As serpents interlaced. 
And soothed by every azure bn 

That under heaven is blown, 
To harmonies and hues beneath 

As tender as its own ; 
Now all the tree tops lay aslee] 

Like green waves on the sea, 
As still as in the silent deep 

The ocean woods may be. 



How calm it was I — the silence 

By such a chain was bound, 
That even the busy woodpeckei 

Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drev 
With its soft motion made not 1 

The calm that round us grew 
There seemed from the remote! 

Of the wide mountain waste, 
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To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced, 
A spirit interfused around 

A thrilling silent life, . 
To momentary peace it bound 

Our mortal nature's strife ; — 
And still I felt the centre of 

The magic circle there, 
Was one fair form that filled with love 

The lifeless atmosphere. 

IV. 

We paused beside the pools that lie 

Under the forest bough, 
Each seemed as 'twere a little sky 

Gulfed in a world below ; 
A firmament of purple light, 

Which in the dark earth lay, 
More boundless than the depth of night, 

And purer than the day — 
In which the lovely forests grew, 

As in the upper air. 
More perfect both in shape and hue 

Than any spreading there. 
There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn, 

And through the dark green wood 
The white sun twinkling like the dawn 

Out of a speckled cloud. 
Sweet views which in our world above 

Can never well be seen, 



Were imaged by the water's love 

Of tbat fair forest green. 
And all was interfuaed tKoeath 

With an Elysian glow, 
An almosphere without a breath, 

A softer day below. 
Like one beloved the Bcene had lent 

To the daiic water's breast, 
Its every leaf and lineament 

With more than truth ezprest, 
Until an envious wind crept by, 

Like an unwelcome thought, 
Which from the mind's too faithful eye 

Blots one dear image out. 
Though thou art ever fair and kind, 

The forests ever green, 
Less oft is peace in S 's mind, 

Than calm in waters seen. 



TO . 

The keen stars were twinkling. 
And the fair moon was rising among them, 
Dear • • • 1 

The guitar was tinkling, 
But the notes were not sweet till you sung thi 



Aa the moon's soft splendour 
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O'er the Taint cold starlight of heaven 

Is thrown. 
So your voice most tender 
Tn the strings without soul bad then given 

Its own. 

) stare will awaken, 

;h the moon sleep a Tiill hoar later, 

To-night; 
leaf will be shaken 
t the dews of your melody scatter 

Delight 
lugh the sound overpowers, 
igain, with your dear voice revealing 

Atone 

some world far from ours, 
e music and moonlight and feeling 

Are one. 



LINES. 

fHKN the lamp is shattered, 
; light in the dust lies dead — 
Then the cloud is scattered, 
: rainbow's glory is shed. 
Then the lute is broken, 
iet tones are remembered not ; 
Vhen the lips have spoken, 
'ed accents are soon foi^ot. 



As music aud splendour 
Survive not the lamp and iLe lute, 

The heart's echoes render 
No song nhen the spirit is mute : — 

No song but sad dirges, 
Like the wind through a ruined c^ll, 

Or the mouruful surges 
That ring the dead seaman's knell. 

When hearts have once mingled, 
Love first leaves the well-built nest; 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once poseest. 

O, Love ! who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here, 

Why choose you the frailest 
For jour cradle, jour home, and your bier ? 



s will rock thee. 
As the storms rock the ravens on high i 

Bright reas4»i will muck thee, 
Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle hone 

Leave thee naked to laughter, 
When leaves fall and cold winds comn. 



ADISGE. 

JG-H niDd, (hat moanegt load 
Grief too sad for song ; 
d wind, when sullen cloud 
Knells all tlie night long ; 
stono, nbose lears are vain, 
e woods, whose branches st^n, 
p caves and drearj main. 
Wail, for the world's wrong. 



CHARLES THE FHtST. 



ACT L 
SoBitB. I. — Tht Pageant tocdebratetht arrival of ihe I 



Fla02 for the Marshal of the Masque I 



What thinkest thou of this quwat masque, vhicb 

Like morning from the shadow of the night, 
The night to Aaj, and London to a place 
Of peace and joy ? 



And Hell to Heaven. 
Eight years are gone, 

And they seem hours, since in this populous street 
I trod on grass made green by summer's rain, 
For the red plague kept state within that palace 
Where now reigns vanity — in nine years more 
The roots will be refreshed with civil blood ; 
And thank the men^ of insulted Heaven 
vol. m. 16 
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That sin and wrongs wound as an orphan's cry, 
The patience of the great Avenger's ear. 

THIRD SPEAKER {o ffOUth,) 

Yet, father, 'tis a happy sight to see, 
' Beautifnl, innocent, and unforbidden 
By God or man ; — ^'tis like the bright possession 
Of ^kyey visions in a solemn dream 
From which men wake as from a paradise, 
And draw new strength to tread the thorns of life. 
If Gk)d be good, wherefore should this be evil ? 
And if this be not evil, dost thou not draw 
Unseasonable poison from the flowers 
Which bloom so rarely in this barren world ? 
Oh, kill these bitter thoughts which make the 
present 

Dark as the future I — 

« « « « « 

When avarice and tyranny, vigilant fear, 
And open-eyed conspiracy, lie sleeping 
As on Hell's threshold ; and all gentle thoughts 
Waken to worship him who giveth joys 
With his own gift. 

SECOND SPEAKER. 

How young art thou in this old age of time I 
How green in this gray world I Canst thou not 

think 
Of change in that low scene, in which thou art 
Not a spectator, but an actor ? 



M 

k 
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The dnj that dawns in fire will die in storms. 
Even though the noon be calm. My travel's done ; 
Before the whirlwind wakes I shall have found 
My inn of lasting rest, but thou must still 
Be journeying on in this inclement air. 



Is the Archbishop. 



Rather say the Pope, 
lioudon will be soon his Rome i be walks 
As if he trod upon the heads of men. 
He looks elate, drunken with blood and gold ; — 
Beside him moves the Babylonian woman 
Invisibly, and with her as with his shadow, 
Mitred adulterer 1 be is joined in sin, 
Which turns Heaven's milk of mercy lo revenge. 



ZEN (lifling up hit yet.) 

Good Lord I rain il down upon him. 
Amid her ladies walks the papist queen 
As if her nice feet scorned our English earth. 
There's old Sir Henry Vane, the Earl of Pem- 
broke, 
Lord Essex, and Lord Keeper Coventry, 
And others who made base their English breed 
By vile participation of their honours 
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With papists, atheists, tjrants, and apostates. 
When lawyers mask 'tis time for honest men 

To strip their vizor from their purposes. 

« « « « « 

vouBTH SPEAKER (a pursutvant.) 

Give place, give place ! 
You torch-bearers, advance to the great gate, 
And then attend the Marshal of the Masque 
Into the Royal presence. 

FIFTH SPEAKBB (a law Student,) 

What thinkest thou 
Of this quaint show of ours, my aged friend ? 

FIB8T SPEAKER. 

I will not think but that our country's wounds 
May yet be healed — ^The king is just and gracious, 
Though wicked councils now pervert his will : 
These once cast off — 

SECOND SPEAKER. 

As adders cast their skins 
And keep their venom, so kings often change ; 
Councils and councillors hang on one another. 
Hiding the loathsome [ ] 
Like the base patchwork of a leper's rag. 

THIRD SPEAKER. 

Oh^ still those dissonant thoughts — List, loud music 
Grows on the enchanted air I And see, the torches 



• 
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Restlefisly flashing, aud tlie crowd divided 

Like waves before an admiral's prow. 

« « « • « 



▲NOTHBB BPEAKBB. 

Give place- 
To the Marshal of the Masque ! 

THIBD SPBAKEB. 

How glorious ! See those thronging chariots 
Boiling like painted clouds before the wind : 

Some are 
Like curved shells dyed by the azure depths 
Of Indian seas ; some like the new-bom moon ; 
And some like cars in which the Romans climbed 
(Canopied by Victory's eagle- wings outspread) 
The Capitolian — See how gloriously 
The mettled horses in the torchlight stir 
Their gallant riders, while they check their pride. 
Like shapes of some diviner element I 

8BCOND 8PEAKBB. 

Ay, there they are — 
Nobles, and sons of nobles, patentees, 
Monopolists, and stewards of this poor farm. 
On whose lean sheep sit the prophetic crows. 
Here is the pomp that strips the houseless orphan, 
Here is the pride that breaks the desolate heart. 
These are the lilies glorious as Solomon, 
Who toil not, neither do they spin, — unless 
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It be the webs they cafch poor rogues withal. 

^^Te is the surfeit which io them who earn 
a niggard wages of the earth, scarce leaves 
e tithe that will support them till they crawl 
:k to its cold bard bosom. Here la health 
lowed by grim disease, glory by shame, 
isle by lank famioe, wealth by squalid want 
d England's sin by England's punishment. 
d, as the effect pursues the cause foregone, 
giving substance to my words, heboid 
once the sign and the thing signified — 
>roop of cripples, beggars, and lean outcasts, 
rsed upon stumbling shapes, cartel with dung, 
igged for a day from cellars and low cabins 
d rotten hiding-holes, to point the moral 
this presentiment, and bring up the rear 
painlfid pomp with misery i 



Tisbut 
9 anti-masque, and serves as discords do 
sweetest music. "Who would love May flowers 
they succeeded not to Winter's flaw ; 
day unchanged by night; or joy itself 
thout the touch of sorrow F 
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A (Xamltr in WhildiJl. 
EtiltrA»Kaia, Qubbh, Liud, WihtitoB' 

Thfmks, gentlemen. I heartily acct 
This token of jour service : your g; 
Was performed gallaoily. 

And, gentle 
Call your poor Queen your debtor. 

pageant 
Bose on me like the figures of past 
Treading their still path back to inf 
More beautiful and mild as they drs 
The quiet cradle. I could have aln 
To think I was in Paris, where thee 
Are well devised — such as I was er 
My young heart shared with [ 
The careful weight of this great mo 
There, gentlemen, between the aovert 
And that which it regards, no clam< 
Its prond interposition. 



My lord of Canterbury. 
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The fool IB here. 



crave permigeion of your Mtyesly 
'o order that this insolent fellow be 
Ihaslised : he mocks the sacred character, 

cofid at the stake, aad — 



What, my Archy. 
le mocks and mimics all be sees and hears, 
Tet with a quaint and graceful license — Prithee 
^or this OQce do not as Prynne would, were be 
'rimate of England. 

le lives in bis own world ; and, like a parrot, 
lung in bb gilded prison from the window 
)f a queen's bower over the public way, 
llaspbemes with a bird's mind : — his words, like 

arrows 
^ich know no aim beyond the archer's wit, 
tlrike sometimes what eludes philosophy. 

jro, sirrah, and repent of your offence 

E'en minutes in the rain : be it your penance 

To bring news how the world goes there. Poor 

Archy 1 
3e weaves about himself a world of mirth 
^ut of this wreck of ours. 



Oai.KI.B8 THE nOST. 



I take with patience, as my Master dii 
All smSs permitted from above. 



My lord, 
Pray overlook theee papers. Archj's 
Had wiDgB, bot these have taloag. 



Aod the 
That wears them must he lamed. My c 
I see the new-horn courage in your ej 
Armed lo strike dead the spirit of the 



Do thou persist : for, faint but in resol 
And it were better thou hadst still ren 
The slave of thine own slaves, who tei 
The fugitive, and flee from the pursue 
And Opportunity, that empty wolf, 
Flies at his throat who falls. Subdue t1 
Even lo the disposition of thy purpose 
And be that tempered as the Ebro's si 
And banish weak-eyed Mercy to the ' 
Whence she will greet thee with a gif 
And not betray thee with a traitor's k 
As when she keeps the company of re 
Who think that she is fear. This do, 
Sboold fall as from a glorious pinnacl 
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In a bright dream, and wake aa Trora a dream 
Out of our worshipped state. 



And if this suffice noi, 
ash the sword and fire, that iu their thirst 
' may lick up that scum of schism atic&. 
gh at those weak rebels who, desiring 
t we possess, slill prate of christian peace, 
' those dreadful messengers of wialh, 
ih play the part of God 'twixt right and wrong, 
Id be let loose against innocent sleep 
mpled cities and the smiling fields, 
iome poor argument of policy 
;h touches our own profit or our pride, 
re indeed it were christian charily 
im the cheek even to the smiler's hand : 
when our great Redeemer, when our God 
Jmed in his imraediale ministers, 
■ talk of peace ! 
peace as Canaan found, let Scotland now. 



QDEBH. 

leloved lord, 

i you not noted that the fool of lale 

lost his careless mirth, and that his words 

d like the echoes of our saddest fears ? 

t can it mean ? I should he loth to think 

i factious slave had tutored him. 



That our minds piece the vacant int 
Of his wild words with their own fa 
As in the imagery of summer cloudi 
Or coals in the winter fire, idlers fln 
The perfect ahadowa of their teemir 
And partly, that the terrors of the t 
Are sown by wandering Kumour in 
And in the lightest and the least, m: 
Be seen the current of the coming v 

Tonr brain is overwrought with 

thoughts. 
Come, I will sing to you ; let us go 
These airs from Italy, — and yon shi 
A cradled miniature of yotjrself aale 
Stamped on the heart by never-errii 
Liker than any Vandyke ever made 
A pattern to the unborn age of thee. 
Over whose sweet beauty I have wi 
A thousand times, and now should we 
Did I not think that after we were ■ 
Our fortunes would spring high in I 
The cares we waste upon our heavj 
Would make it light and glorious as 
Of heaven's beams for his dear inno 



Dear Henrietta! 
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SCENE III. 
Hampdbk, Ftm, Cromwell, and the younger Yaks. 

HAMPDEN. 

England, farewell ! thou, who hast been my cradle, 

Shalt never be my dungeon or my grave ! 

I held what I inherited in thee 

As pawn for that inheritance of freedom 

Which thou hast sold for thy despoiler's smile : — 

How can I call thee England, pr my country ? 

Does the wind hold ? 

VANE. 

The vanes sit steady 
Upon the Abbey-towets. The silver lightnings 
Of the evening star, spite of the city's smoke, 
Tell that the north wind reigns in the upper air. 
Mark too that flock of fleecy-winged clouds 
Sailing athwart St. Margaret's. 

HAMPDEN. 

Hail, fleet herald 
Of tempest ! that wild pilot who shall guide 
Hearts free as his, to realms as pure as thee. 
Beyond the shot of tyranny ! And thou. 
Fair star, w^hose beam lies on the wide Atlantic, 
Athwart its zones of tempest and of calm. 
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Bright as the path to a beloved home, 
O light us to the isles of th' evening land ! ^ 

Like floating Edens, cradkd in the glimmer 
Of sunset, through the distant mist of years 
Tinged by departing Hope, they gleam ! Lone 

regions, 
Where power's poor dupes and victims yet have 

never 
Propitiated the savage fear of kings 
With purest blood of noblest hearts ; whose dew 
Is yet unstained with tears of those who wake 
To weep each day the wrongs on which it dawns ; 
Whose sacred silent air owns yet no echo 
Of formal blasphemies ; nor impiops rites 
Wrest man's free worship from the God who loves 
Towards the worm, who envies us his love, 
Receive thou, young [ ] of Paradise, 

These exiles from the old and sinful world ! 
This glorious clime, this firmament, whose lights 
Dart mitigated influence through the veil 
Of pale-blue atmosphere ; whose tears keep green 
The pavement of this moist all-feeding earth ; 
This vaporous horizon, whose dim round 
Is bastioned by the circumfluous sea, 
Bepelling invasion from the sacred towers ; 
Presses upon me like a dungeon's grate, 
A low dark roof, a damp and narrow vault : 
The mighty universe becomes a cell 
Too narrow for the soul that owns no master. 

While the loathliest spot 
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Of this wide prison, England, is a nest 

Of cradled peace built on the mountain tops, 

To which the eagle-spirits of the free, 

Which range through heaven and earth, and scorn 

the storm 
Of time, and gaze upon the light of truth. 
Return to brood over the [ ] thoughts 

That cannot die, and may not be repelled. 



THE TRIUMPH OF LIFE. 

Swift as a spirit hastening to his task 
Of glorj and of good, the sun sprang forth 
Rejoicing in his splendour, and the mask 

Of darkness fell from the awakened Earth — 
The smokeless altars of the mountain snows 
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at the birth 

Of light, the Ocean's orison arose, 

To which the birds tempered their matin lay. 

All flowers in field or forest which unclose 

Their trembling eyelids to the kiss of day, 
Swinging their censers in the element, 
With Orient incense lit by the new ray 
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Burned eIow and inconsumable, and sei 
Tbeir odorous sighs up to the smiling a 
And, in succession due, did o 



Isle, ocean, and all things that in tliem 
The form and character of mortal mou 
Rise as the sun their father rose, to hei 

Their portion of the toil, which be of c 
Took as his own and then imposed on t 
But I, whom thoughts which must rem 

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that { 
The cone of night, now tbej were laid 
Stretched my faint limbs beneath the I 

Which an old chesnut flung athwart th' 
Of a green Apennine : before me fled 
The night ; behind me rose the day ; t 

Was at my feet, and Heaven above mj 
When a strange trance over my fancy 
Which was not slumber, for the shade 

Was so transparent that the scene cam 
As clear as, when a veil of light ia dn 
O'er evening bills, tbey glimmer ; and 

That I had felt the freshness of that d 
Bathe in the same cold dew my brow 
And sate as thus upon (hat slope of In 
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Under tlie self-same bongh, and heard as there 
The birds, the fouatains, and the ocean hold 
Sweet talk id music through the enamoured air, 
And then a vision on my brain was rolled. 



ranee of wondrous thought I laj, 
e tenour of my waking dream : — 
[ sate beside a public way 



n with summer dust, and a great stream 
[lere was hurrying to and fro, 
IS gnats upon the evening gleam, 

ig onward, yet none seemed to know 
went, or whence he came, or why 
le of the multitude, and so 

amid the crowd, as through the sky 
million leaves of summer's bier ; 
! youth, manhood and infancy, 

le mighty torrent did appear : 
; from the thing they feared, and some 
object of another's fear ; 

as with steps towards the tomb, 

e trodden worms that crawled beneath, 

mournfully within the gloom 
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Of iheir own Ehadow walked and c?lle 
And some fled from it as it were a gho 
Halt fainting in the affliction of vain I: 



But more, with motions whicli each oth 
Pursued or spurned the shadows thecli 
Or birds within the noon-day elher losi 

Upon that path where flowers never gr 
And weary with vain toil and faint for 
Heard not the fountains, whose melodi 

Out of their mossy cells for ever bursi 
Nor felt the breeze which from the for 
Of grassy paths and wood, lawn-inters] 

With overarching elms and caverns CO 
And violet banks where sweet dreams 
Pursued their serious folly as of old. 

And as I gazed, methought that in the 
The throng grew wilder, as the woods 
When the south wind shakes the extingi 

And a cold glare intenser Uian the noo: 
But iuy cold, obscured with blinding li] 
The sun, as he the stars. Like the yt 

When on the sunlit limits of the night. 
Her white shell trembles amid crimson 
And whilst the sleeping tempest gathei 
VOL. m. 17 
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I 

The crowd gave way, and I arose aghast, 
Or seemed to rise, so mighty was the trance. 
And saw, like clouds upon the thunder's blast. 

The million with fierce song and maniac dance 
Raging around — such seemed the jubilee 
As when, to meet some conqueror's advance, 

Imperial Rome poured forth her living sea 
From senate-house, and forum, and theatre, 
When [ ] upon the free 

Had bound a yoke, which soon they stooped to bear, 
Nor wanted here the just similitude 
Of a triumphal pageant, for where'er 

The chariot rolled, a captive multitude 

Was driven ; — all those who had grown old in power 

Or misery, — all who had their age subdued 

By action or by suffering, and whose hour 

Was drained to its last sand in weal or woe. 

So that the trunk survived both fruit and flower ; — 

All those whose fame or infamy must grow 
Till the great winter lay the form and name 
Of this green earth with them for ever low ; — 

All but the sacred few who could not tame 

Their spirits to the conquerors — but as soon 

As they had touched the world with living flame, 
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Fled back like eagles to their native noon, 
Or those who put aside the diadem 
Of earthly thrones or gems [ 

Were they of Athens or Jerusalem, 

Were neither 'mid the mighty captives seen, 

Nor 'mid the ribald crowd that followed them, 

Nor those who went before fierce and obscene. 
The wild dance maddens in the van, and those 
Who lead it — fleet as shadows on the green, 

Outspeed the chariot, and without repose 
Mix with each other in tempestuous measure 
To savage music, wilder as it grows ; 

They, tortured by their agonizing pleasure, 
donvulsed and on the rapid whirlwinds spun 
Of that fierce spirit whose unholy leisure 

Was soothed by mischief since the world begun, — 
Throw back their heads and loose their streaming 

hair; 
And in their dance round her who dims the sun 



Maidens and youths fling their wild arms in air 
As their feet twinkle ; they recede, and now 
Bending within each other's atmosphere 

Kindle invisibly — and as they glow, 

Like moths by light attracted and repelled. 

Oft to their bright destruction come and go, 
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Ti]l like two clouds into one vale impelled 
That shake the mountains when their lightniDf 

And die in rain — the fiej7 baad which held 

Their natures, snaps — ihe shock still may tingle 
One falls and then another in the path 
Senseless — nor is the desolation single, 

Tel ere I can say where — the chariot hath 
Past over them — nor other trace 1 find 
Bat as of foam after the ocean's wrath 

Is spent upon the desert shore ; — behind. 
Old men and women foully disarrayed, 
Shake their gray hairs in the insulting wind, 

And follow in the dance, with limbs decayed. 
Seeking to reach the light which leaves them stij 
Farther behind and deeper in the shade. 

But not the less with impotence of will 
They wheel, though ghastly shadows interpose 
Round them and round each other, and fulfil 

Their part, and in the dust from whence they roi 
Sink, and corruption veils them as they lie, 
And past in these performs what [ ] in thos 

Struck to the heart by this sad pageantry, 



262 THE TRIUMPH OF LICE. 

Half lo myself I said — And what is this ? 

Whose shape is that within the ear ? And why- 
Life ! " — I turned, and 
D such wretchedness !) 

ui old root which grew 
fthe hill side, 
eluded crew. 

Bethought hungso wide 
n discoloured hair, 
y sought to hide, 

'" If thou canst, forbear 
'. had well forborne ! " 
' my thought aware ;) 

to this deep scorn 

(IS, and relate 

at since the morn ; 

all not then abate, 
night, but I 

oe who with the weight 

!red, wearily 

mid resume, I cried, 

■' Before thy memory, 
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" I feared, loved, hated, suffered, did anc 
And if the spark with which Heaveo lit 
Had been with purer sentiment supplied 

" Corruption would not now thus much i 
Of what was once Kousseau, — nor this i 
Sbuaod that which ought to have dis 



" If I have been extinguished, yet there 
A thousand beacons from the spark I be 
"And who are those chained to the car P 

" The great, the unforgotten, — Ihey who 
Mitres and helms and crowns, or wreath 
Signs of thought's empire over thought — 

" Taught ibem not this, to know themseb 

might 
Could not repress the mystery within, 
And for the mom of truth they feigned, t\ 

"Caught them ere CTening." — "Who ii 

Upon his breast, and hands crost on bis cl 
" The child of a fierce hour ; he sought 

« The world, and lost all that it did conli 
Of greatness, in its hope destroyed ; and 
Of fame and peace than virtue's self can 
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" AVithout the opportunity which bore 

Him on his eagle pinions to the peak 

From which a thousand climbers have before 

" Fallen, as Napoleon fell." — I felt my cheek 

Alter to see the shadow pass ^way. 

Whose grasp had left the giant world so weak, 

That every pigmy kicked it as it lay ; 

And much I grieved to think how power and will 

In opposition rule our mortal day, 

And why God made irreconcilable 

Good and the means of good ; and for despair 

I half disdained mine eyes' desire to fill 

With the spent vision of the times that were 
And scarce had ceased to be. — " Dost thou behold," 
Said my guide, " those spoilers spoiled, Voltaire, 

" Frederick, and Paul, Catherine, and Leopold, 
And hoary anarchs, demagogues, and sage — 
names which the world thinks always old. 

" For in the battle life and they did wage. 
She remained conqueror. I was overcome 
By my own heart alone, which neither age, 

" Nor tears, nor infamy, nor now the tomb 
Could temper to its object." — " Let them pass," 
1 cried, " the world and its mysterious doom 
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"la Dot so much moi-e gloiiuus than it was. 
That I desire to worship those who drew 
Kew figures on ita false and fragile glass 

"As the old faded." — " Figures ever new 
Eise on the bubble, paint them as you maj 
We have but thrown, as those before us tbj 

" Our sliadows on it as it past away. 

But mark how chained to the triumphal eh 

The mighty phantoms of an elder day ; 

"All that is mortal of great Plato there 
Expiates the joy and woe his master knew 
The star that ruled his doom was far too ft 

"And life, where long that fiower of Heavei 

not, 
Conquered that heartby love, which gold, o 
Or age, or sloth, or slavery, could subdue i 

"And Dear him walk the [ ] twain, 

The tutor and his pupil, whom Dominion 
Followed as tame as vulture in a chain. 

"The world was darkened beneath either | 
Of him whom from the flock of conque^ol^ 
Fame singled out for her thunder-bearing n 

" The other long outlived both woes and w 
Throned in the thoughts of men, and still hi 
The jealous key of truth's eternal doors, 
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I's eagle spirit had not leapt 

iiing out of darkness — be compelled 

us shape of Nature as it slept 

, and lead him to the eares that held 

ire of the secrets of its reign. 

eat bards of elder time, who quelled 

ions which they aung, as by their stmin 
be known : their living melody 
ts own contagion to the vein 

who are infected with it — I 
sred what I wrote, or viler pain, 
7 words have seeds of misery !" 



iiseau ncm stood beslil 

\ pointed to a company, 

jm I quickly recognized the heirs 

s crime, from him to Constantine ; 

:h chiefs, whose force and murderous 



led many a sceptre-bearing line, 

id the plague of gold and blood Mbroail : 

ory and John, and men divine, 

like shadows between roan and God ; 
ulipse, still hanging over heaven, 
lipped by the world o'er which they strode, 
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For the trae sao it quenched — " Th( 

given 
But to destroy," replied the leaders 
Am oue of those who have created, 

If it be hot a world of agony." — 
" Wtence comeat thou ? and whil 

How did thy course begin ? " I said 

"Mine eyes are sick of this perpetu: 
Of people, and my heart sick of one i 
Speak 1 " — " Whence I am, I partly i 

"Andhowand by what palha I have 
To this dread pass, methinks even 

guesa;— 
Why this should be, my mind can c< 

" Wliither the conqueror huriies m* 
But follow tliou, and from spectator 
Actor or victim in this wretchedness 

"And what thou wouldst be taught 

learn 
From thee. Now listen : — In the I 
When all the forest tips began to bu 

" With kindling green, touched by th 
Of the young year's dawn, I was lai 
Under a mountain, which from unkr 
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into a cavern, high and deep ; 
ime a gentle rivulet, 
like clear air, in its calm sweep 

. grass, and kept for ever wet 

ie Bweet flowers, and filled the grove 

vhich whoso hears mnst needs forget 

aDd all pain, all bate and love, 
\d known before that hour of rest ; 
ither then would dream not of 

ild who died upon her breast 

which his brows were dispossest 

in lingered o'er bis ocean floor, 

al's new prosperity, 

forget thus vainly to deplore 

[ ills cau find no cure from thee, 
i whieb no other sleep will quell, 
sic blot from memory, 

1 deep is tbe oblivious spell j 
life bad been before that sleep 
bicb I im^ine, or a bell 

rsh world in which I wake to weep, 

I arose, and for a space 

woods and waters seemed lo keep, 



THE TRIUMPH OF LIFE. 



" Tlioiigh it was now broad day, a gei 
Of liglit diviner than the common sui 
n earth, and all t 



"Was filled with magic sounds woven 
Oblivions melody, confusing sense 
Amid Ihe gliding waves and shadows 

" And, as I looked, the bright omnipi 
Of morning through the orient caven 
And Ihe sun's image radiantly intense 

" Burned on the waters of the well tl; 
Like gold, and threaded all the forest' 
With winding paths of emerald fire; 

"Amid the sun, — as he amid the bias 
Of his own glory, on the vibrating 
Floor of the fountain paved with flasi 

" A Shape all light, which with one h 
Dew on the earth, aa if she were the 
And the invisible rain did ever sing 

" A silver music on the mossy tawn ; 
And still before me on the dusky gra 
Iris her many-coloured scarf had dra 

" In her right hand she bore a crystal 
Mantling with bright Nepenthe ; t 

splendour 
Fell from her as she moved under th 



" Out of ibe deep earem. with palim so tender, 
Their tread broke not ihe niiiTor of its billow ; 
did bend her 

tin, Hke * willow, 
f ihestceun 
be ils pillow. 



feet which kissed 
Ide along 
oist amethyst, 

lat fell among 
if the trees ; 
ess song 

es, and birds, and 

leasure new, 
rening breeze, 

;olden dew 
rising moon, 
r eagle flew ; 



THE TItlUUPU OF LIFB. 

To which they moved, seemed as they i 

blot 
The thoughts of him who gazed on them 

"All that was, seemed as if it had been 
And all the gazer's mind was strewn be 
Her feet like embers ; and she, thought b 

" Trampled its sparks into the dust of <! 
As day upon the threshold of the east 
Treads out the lamps of night, until the 

" Of darkness re-iilumine even the leasi 
Of heaven's living eyes ! — like day she 
Making the night a dream ; and ere shi 

" To move, as one between desire and i 
Suspended, I said — If, as it doth seem, 
Tbou comest from the realm without a 

" Into this valley of perpetual dream. 
Show whence I came, and where I am, t 
Pass not away upon the passing Btreart 

"Arise and quench thy thirst, was her i 
And as a shut lily, stricken by the wan 
Of dewy morning's vital alchemy, 

" I rose ; and, bending at her sweet coi 
Touched with faint lips the cup she rai 
And suddenly my brain became as sani 



2l2 THE TEICIIPH OF LIFE. 

" Where tbe first wave bad more than half erased 
Tu. ._„!. .^ J — p pn desert Labrador ; 

from which thej Bed amaced, 

up visiblj upoD the shore, 
arsta ; — so on my sight 
on, never seen before, 

ape waned in the coining ligbt, 
be silent splendoar drops 
mid the chrysolite 

: it tinge tbe mountain topa ; _ 
tnce of that fairest planet, 
I, is felt hj one who hopes 

path may end, as he began it, 
ile, whose light is like the scent 
in evening breezes fan it, 

:e in which bis dear lament 
spherd breathes, or the caress 
weary slumber to content ; * 

Ihat light's severe excess 

' that shape which on the stream 

v«d along the wilderness, 

an a day-appearing dream, 

lODg, " StoncD di pascolor U pecorelle," il 



THE TRIDMFH OF LIFE. 

The ghost of a forgotten fonn of sleep 
A light of heaven, whose half extingu' 

" Through the sick day in which we wa 
Glimmers, for ever sought, for ever lo! 
So did that shape its obscure tenour k< 

" Beside my path, as silent as a ghost . 
■But the new Vision, and the cold brigl 
With solemn speed and stunning music 

" The forest, and as if from some drea< 
Triumphantly returning, the loud milli 
Fiercely eitolled the fortune of her sta 

"A moving arch of victory, the vermili 
And green and azure plumes of Iris hs 
Built high over ber wind-winged pavili 

"And underneath ethereal glory clad 
The wilderness, and far before her flev 
The tempest of the splendour, which ft 

" Shadow to fall from leaf and stone ; 1 
Seemed in that light, like atomies to d£ 
Within a sunbeam ; — some upon the ni 

"Embroidery of flowers, that did enhai 
The grassy vesture of the desert, playe 
Forgetful of the chariot's swift advance 
Tox.. in. 18 



urouTB or lim. 

ng, till withiD the shads 
tain its light left them dim ; 
it ; and others made 

. like the clouds that swiin 
•on in a bright sea of air ; 
IV, with exulting hymn, 

he captives fettered there : 
i on an eddying flood 
track at last, and were 

[ among the muIUtude 

eetest flowers delayed not long j 

' nor the solitude ; 

ig stream's Lethean song ; 
m of that early form, 
its motion — but among 

ws of that living storm 
id my bosom to the clime 
vhose airs too soon deform. 

t had begun to climb 
of that mysterious dell, 
orthy of the rhyme 

n the lowest depths of hell, 
idise and through all glory, 
id who retumod to tell 



THE TRlOSrPH OF LIFE. 

" The words of hale and care ; the won 
How all things are transfigured excepi 
(For deaf aa is a sea, which wrath ma 

" The world can hear not the sweet 

The sphere whose light is melody to k 

A wonder worthy of hia rhyme — the g 

" Grew dense with shadows to its inm< 
The earth was gray with phantoms, an 
Was peopled with dim forms, as when tl 

"A flock of vampire-bats before the gh 
Of the tropic sun, bringing, ere evenin] 
Strange night upon some Indian vale ;-' 

" Phantoms diffused around ; and some 
Shadows of shadows, yet unlike themsf 
Behind them ; some like eaglets on the 

" Were lost in the white day ; others lil 
Danced in a thousand uniraagined shap 
Upon the sunny streams and grassy six 

"And others sate chattering like restles: 
On vulgar hands, " • 

Some made a cradle of the ennined ca] 

"Of kingly mantles; some across the ti 
Of pontifia rode, like demons ; others p 
Under the crown which girt with empir 



EtIinfPH OF LIFE. 

ot'a brow, and made 
The old anatomies 
bare broods under Ibe shade 

and laughed from their dead 
elegated power, f eyes 

hose worms did monarcbize, 

'th their chamel. Others more 

18, sat upon the fist 

ad round their heads did soar ; 

IS and flies, as thick as mist 

s, thronged about the brow 
len, priest, and theorist ; — 

iscoloured flakes of snow 
nd the sunniest hair, 
ed by tlie youthful glow 

guished ; and, like tears, they 

1 whose feint lids they rained 
I became aware 

forms proceeded which thus 

»e moved. After brief space, 
e beauty slowly waned ; 

It limb and fairest face 



THE TRICHPH OF LIFE. 

The strength and fresbnesd fell like dust, and 
The action and the shape without the grace 

" Of life. The marble brow of youth was cl 
With care ; and in those eyes where once 1 
Desire, like a lioness bereft [sh 

"Of her last cub, glared ere it died ; each on 
Of that great crowd sent forth incessantly 
These shadows, numerous as the dead leaves bl 

" In autumn evening from a poplar tree, 
Each like himself and like each other were 
At first; but some distorted seemed to be 

" Obscure clouds, moulded by the casu^ air ; 
And of this stuff the car's crentive ray 
Wrapt all the busy phantoms that were there 

"As the sun shapes the clouds ; thus on the i 
Mask afiier mask fell from the countenance 
And fonn of all ; and long before the day 

" Was old, the joy which waked like heat 
The sleepers in the oblivious valley, died ; f gl 
And some grew weary of the ghastly dance, 

" And fell, as I have fallen, by the way-side ;■ 
Those soonest from whose forms most shade 

past, 
And least of strength and beauty did abide. 
" Then, what is life ? I cried."— 



id, IB a new book for you ; 

ated two 

I female and one male, 

hing that I must veil; 

those who praise or ra.il F 

I to that great sect . 

at each one should select 

niBtress or a friend, 

Dgh fair and wise, commend 

ougb it is the code 

fld the Ijeaten road, 

alaves with weary footsteps 

home among the dead, 
ly of the world — and so 
and many a jealous foe, 
e longest journey go. 

Ifierent from gold and clay, 
to take away. 

lut properly belong to the poetnE of 
■ from Sbelley's manuscript books 
C ottl}' because they are beuutiAil in 
og indicatioHB of his feelings atid 



Like ocean, nbich Ihe general north wind bn 

Into ten thousand wares, and each one makea 
A mirror of the moon; like some great glass, 
Which did distort whatever form might puss, 
Dafhed into fragments by a playful child, 
Which then reflects its eyes and forehead mUi 
Giving for ooe, which it could ne'er express, 
A thoQsand images of loveliness. 

If I were one whom the loud world held wise 
I should disdain to quote authorities 
In the support of this kind of love ; — 
Why there is first the God in heaven above, 
Who wrote a book called Nature, 'tis to be 
Reviewed I hear in the next Quarterly ; 
And Socrates, the Jesus Christ of Greece ; 
And Jesus Christ himself did never cease 
To urge all living things to love each other. 
And to forgive their mutual faults, and smoth 
The Devil of disunion in their souls. 



It is a sweet thing friendship, a dear balm, 
A happy and auspicious bird of calm, 
Which rides o'er life's ever tumultuous ocean 
A God that broods o'er chaos in commotion ; 
A flower which fresh as Lapland roses are, 
Lifts its bold head into the world's pure air, 
And blooms most radiantly when others die, 
Health, hope, and youth, and brief prosperity 



ENIS. 

lour of ita bloom, 

[>n and the tomb ; 

and music are 

a — a star 

1 moving heavens alone, 

ns — a gentle tone 

oved light, 

light. 

%y I have three, 
ion ; there may be 
aow i for 'tis my mind 
oare wise and kind, 

8, at best are very few, 

re dear than you. 

muse has tost ber wings, 

} soars and Bings 

leroic style, 

void of guile ? 

be blessed and bless ; 

■et happiness ; 

1 love has taught to play 

the roughest day? 



)rd now or sorrow ? 

of dim to-morrow, 
labyrinthine way. 



FKAGMENTS. 



TO WILLIAM SHELLEY. 
Thy little fooUteps on the sands 
Of a remote and lonely shore ; 
The twinkling of thine infant hands 
Where now the worm will feed no n 
Thy mingled look of love and glei 
When we returned to gaze on thei 



A GENTLE alory of two lovers young, 
Who met in innocence and died in sorrow, 

And of one eelfish heart, whose rancour clui^ 
Like curses on ih'em ; are ye slow to borrow 
The lore of truth from such a tale? 
Or in this world's deserted vale, 
I>o ye not see a star of gladness 
Pierce the shadows of its sadness, 

When ye are cold, that love is a light sent 

From heaven, which none shall quench, to ohe( 
the innocent 7 



I AM drunk with the honey wine 
Of the moon-unfolded eglantine. 
Which fairies catch in hyacinth buds : — 
The bats, the dormice, and the moles 
Sleep in the wath or under the sward 
Of the desolate Castle yard ; 



VBi-OHENTS. 

I spilt on tlie summer eartt 
irise among the dew, 
dreams are full of mirth, 
:heir joy in sleep ; for few 
bear those bowls so new ! 



IDS of calm thought — 
memories of happier earth, 
rrayed in thoughts of little 

iida by the weak winds en- 

uds depart and stars remain, 
can, and ye, alas, depart! 



rid is dreary, 

aweary 

vithout thee, Mary ; 

IB ere while 

lice and thy smile, 

n I should be gone too, Mary. 



wherefore hast thou gone, 
1 dreary world alone I 
ndeed — a lonely one — 
50ne down the dreary road, 
ow'a most obscure abode ; 



FBAGUENTS. 

Tbou utteet on the hearth of pale despair, 
Where 
, For thine own sake I cannot follow thee. 

IX, 

When a lover clasps hia fairest, 
Then be our dread sport the rarest. 
Their caresses were like the chaff 
In the tempest, and be our laugh 
His despair — her epitaph ! 

When a mother clasps her child, 
Watch till dustj Death has piled 
His cold ashes on the clay ; 
She has loved it many a day — 
She remains, — it fades away. 



One sung of thee who left the tale un 
Like the false dawns which perish ii 
ing: 

Like empty cups of wrought and dsdal gcX 

Which mock the lips with air, when tl,' , 

thirsting. 



And where is truth 7 On tombs ? for such t 
Has been my heart — and thy dead memor^ 
Has Iain from childhood, many a changeful * 
Unchangingly preserved and buried there, f 






d weeds cover 

i waniDg, 

a hanging 
id is staining. 

B chamber, 
rkest revels, 
wine and clamber; 
or devils. 



gen lie atmosphere 
e we love, and thus 
iir spirits are 
hat which is to us 
ivn life. 



'. and read the tales 
to hear the while 
fhea the attention faiU 



—that they should possess, 

it idleness, 

— ThU is understood ; 



But he wbo gains by base and armed wrong, 
Or guilty fraud, or base compliances. 
May be despoiled ; even as a stolen dresa 
Is Eiript from a convicted thief, and he 
Left in the nakedness of in&my. 

XTI. 

Wake the serpent not — leat he 
Should not know the way to go, — 
Let biro crawl which yet lies sleeping 
Through tbe deep grass of the meadow 
Not a bee shall hear Lim creeping, 
14'ot a May-fly shall awaken. 
From its cradling blue-belt shaken. 
Not the starlight as he's sliding 
Through the grass with sUent gliding. 

XTII. 

RouR has fellen, ye see it lying 

Heaped in undistinguished ruin: 
Nature is alone undying. 

XTIll. 

The fitful alternations of the rain, 
When the chill wind, languid as with pain 
Of its own heavy moisture, here and there 
Drives through the gray and beamless altoospl 



I WOULD not be a king— enough 
Of woe it is to love ; 



SAGMENTS. 

iwer is steep and rough, 

mb the imperial throne ; 
e which fori use's sua 
e height of noon, 
king, yet were I one, 

I were far away 
oo Himelay ! 



the depth of human thought, 
ower and thee 
y be, by all that he is not, 
3 been and yet must be 1 

XXI. 

day-ftp peariog dream, 
wildernesses of the mind ; 
da and tracts, which seem 
less, bouodless, unconfined. 



lOse uame was writ on water 1" 
bat could erase it blew, 



FaA.GUEN'TS. 



Death, in remorse for that fell elaugbtei 
Death, the immortalizing winter flew 
Athwart the stream, and lime's monthlt 

grew 
A scroll of crystal, blazoning the name 
Of Adonab ! — 

XXIII. 
The rode wind is singing 
The dii^e of the music dead, 

The cold worms are clinging 
Where kisses were lately fed. 



Wha.t art thou, Presumptuous, who pr 

The wreath to mighty poets only duf 
Even whilst like a forgotten moon thou 

Touch not those leaves which for the et 
Who wander o'er the paradise of fame. 

In sacred dedication ever grew, — 
One of the crowd thou art without a na 
Ah, friend, 'tis the false laurel that I wi 

Bright though it seem, it is not the at 
As that which bound Milton's immortal 

Its dew is poison and the hopes that i 
Under its chilling shade, though seemiuj 

Are flowers which die almost before tb 

XXT. 

When soil winds and sunny skies 
With the green earth barmonize, 



NOTE ON POEMS OF 1 

BT THE EDITOR. 

This morn Ihj- gaUant bark 
Sftilsd on a snnny sea, 

'Tia noon, and tempesCa dark 

Have wrecked it oo tbe lee. 

Ahwoel ahwoel 

Bj spirits of the deep 

Tbou'rt cradled on the billow, 

To Ihy Btoraal Bleep. 

Tboo eleep'et upon tbe abore 
Beside tbe knelling surge, 
Aad eea-nytnpba evennare 
Sbell sadly chant thy dirge. 
Tbeycome! tbey come. 
Tbe spirits of tbe deep, 
While near thy sea-weed pillow 
My lonsly watch I keep. 

From far across the sea 
I hear a loud lament, 
By echo's voice for thee. 
From ocean's caverns sent. 
Oliat! Oliat, 
Tbe spirits of tbe deep ; 
They raise a wall of sorrow, 
While I for ever weep. 
VOL. III. 19 



EDITOK's note on POBUS op lan. 

ar of the life of Shelley these Notes end. 
: I intended (hem to be. I began with 
ig desin to imput to the world, in worthy 
1 1 have of Che virtaes and genius of the 
itimjBlreDgth ha* f^led nnder Chs task. 
est — fall of ill own deep and anforgotten 
outlasted with soeceeding years of piiin- 
iiggle, has ihaken my beoltli. Days of 
t followed my attempts to write, and tbe^ 
weakneaa and languor that spread their 
ver tbeM Dotee. I dislike speaking oT 
help apologizing to the dead, and lo the 
ng eiecnted ia the manner 1 desired the 
> give of Shelley's writings,* 
22 was passed ia Pisa, if we might oall 
in which autumn merged into sprini^ 
bat few days of blealier weather. Spring 
ind with extreme beauty. Shelley Md 
of writiDg a tragedy on the subject of 
me that he believed adapted tor a drama ; 
rest, contrasted character, and busy pss- 
mmended it long befMfl, when he enooa- 
pt a play- Whether the subject proved 
le aotioipated, or whether in fuct he oonld 
iway from the brooding and wanderings 



ared that the carrecUan of the press might 
ugh my illness ; but, I believe that it is 
or. Some asterisks occur in a few pa^, 
■oluma of Posthumous Poems, either be- 
private concerns, or because the original 
; imperfocl. Did any one see the papers 
that volume, the wouder would be how 
ce were capable of extracting it from so 
nterlined and broken into fragments, so 
only be deciphered and joined by guestea, 
ather intnitive than founded on 
■take was made. 



editor's note on poems of 1832. 291 

of thought, divested from human interest, which he best 
loved, I cannot tell; biithe proceeded slowly, and threw it 
aside for one of the most mystical of his poems, ^' The Tri- 
mnph of Life," on which he was employed at the last. 

His passion for boating was fostered at this time by having 
among our friends several sailors ; his favourite companion, 
Edward Ellerker Williams, of the 8th Light Dragoons^ had 
begun his life in the navy, and had afterwards entered the 
army ; he had spent several years in Lidia, and his love for 
adventure and manly exercises accorded with Shelley's taste. 
It was their favourite plan to build a boat such as they could 
manage themselves, and, living on the sea-coast, to enjoy at 
every hour and season the pleasure they loved best. Captain 
Roberts, B.N., undertook to build the boat at Genoa, where 
he was also occupied in building the Bolivar for Lord Byron. 
Ours was to be an open boat, on a model taken from one of 
the royal dock-yards. • I have since heard that there was a 
defect in this model, and that it was never seaworthy. In 
the month of February, Shelley and his friend went to Spezia 
to seek for houses for us. Only one was to be found at all 
suitable ; however, a trifle such as not finding a house could 
not stop Shelley; the one found was to serve for all. It was 
unfurnished ; we sent our furniture by sea, and with a good 
deal of precipitation, arising from his impatience, made our 
removal. We left Pisa on the 26th of April. 

The bay of Spezia is of considerable extent, and divided 
by a rocky promontory into a larger and smaller one. The 
town of Lerici is situated on the eastern point, and in the 
depth of the smaller bay, which bears the name of this town, 
is the village of Sant' Arenzo. Our house, Gasa Magni, was 
close to this village; the sea came up to the door, a steep hill 
sheltered it behind. The proprietor of the estate on which 
it was situated was insane ; he had begun to erect a large 
house at the summit of the hill behind, but his malady pre- 
vented its being finished, and it was falling into ruin. He 
had, and this to the Italians had seemed a glaring symptom 
of very decided madness, rooted up the olives on the hill 
side, and planted forest trees ; these were mostly young, but 
the plantation was mora in English taste than I ever elad- 



EDITOBS NOTE OM POEMS OF im. 

IT in Italy; >ome Sae WRlnat and Dei trees inter 
h«ir dark massj foliage, and foimed groups which 
t jBj memory, as then they satiated the eye vitli a 
oreliness. The sceae was Indeed of nninisginable 
the blae eilent of wateri, the almost land-locked 
iear ciutle of Lerici, shnCting it in to the east, and 
orto Veaere to the west ; the taried fonos of the 
u rocks that boand in the beach, over which there 
a winding mgged foot-path towards Lerici, and 
the other side; the tideless sea leaving no sands 
;le, — fonnsd a piclnre sach as ana sees in Salvator 
indscapes only; aomalimes the Bnnshine vanished 
! sirocco raged — the ponente, the wind was called 
hore. The gales and squalls, that hailed onrflrat 
□TTonnded the bay with foam; the howling wind 
ind oar eipoMd honsa, and the saa roared unremit- 
I that we almost fancied ourselveB on board ship, 
times sunshine and calm inveeted eea and sky, and 
tints of Italian heaven bathed the scene in bright 
-vaiying tints. 

^ves were wilder than the place. Our near netgb- 
" Sant' Arenio, were mora hke savages than any 
ever beftire lived among. Many a night the; passed 
Hcb, ain^ng or rather howhng, the woman dancing 
Dong the wavea tliat broke at their feet, the man 
against the rocke and joining in their loud wild 
We could get no provisions nearer than Sarzana, at 
e of three miles and a half off, with lbs torrent of 
ra between; and even there the supply was veiy 
Had we been wrecked on an iaiaod of the South 
3 could scarcely have felt ourselves further from 
on and comfort; but where the sun ahinea the latter 
an unnecessary lujiury, and we l)ad enough society 
orselves. Yet I confess housekeeping became rather 
le task, especially aa I was Buffering In my health, 
d not exert myself actively. 

It the t^tal boat had not arrived, and was eipectod 
lat impatience. On Monday, May ISth, it came. 
I records the long-wished-for fact in bis jonmah 



EDITOR S NOTE ON POEMS 

"Cloudy and threatening weather. M. }/. 
af^er dinner and while WRlkiiig with him 
discovered a strange sail coming round 
Venere, which proved at length to he Sh 
had leH Genoa on Thursday last, but had 
by the prevailing bad winds. A Mr. Heslc 
seamen brought her round, and they spe 
her parfonnancBS. She does indeed excit 
admiration. Shelley and 1 wiilked to L 
stretch off the land to try her; and 1 find 
ever she looks at. In abort, we have now t 
for the sammer." — It nas thus tbat sho 
welcomed death, he having disguised h: 
pleasing mask! The time of the friends 
the eea ; the weather became tine, and our 
passed the evenings on the water, when I 
pleasant sailing. Shelley a:id Williams m 
sions; they sailed several times to Massa; 
one of the seamen who brought her roimi 
Charles Vivian ; and they bad not the sllgl 
of danger. When the weather was unfav 
ployed themselves with alterations in tbi 
building a boat of canvas and reeds, as U; 
bavs Du board the other, for the convenie 
waters too shallow for the larger vessel. ^ 
OD board, he had his papers witli him; 
"Triumph of Life," was written as he sail 
that sea which was soon to engulf him. 

The heats set in, in the middle of June; 
excessively hot, but the sea breeze cooled 
Bad extreme heat always put Shelley i 
drought bad preceded the heat, and praj 
being put up in the churches, and piocet 
the same effect took place in every town, 
received letters annonncing the arrival i 
Pisa. Sbelley was very eager to see him 
to my loom by severe illness, and could 
agreed that Shelley and Williams should 
the boat. Strange that no fear of danger o 



4 BDITOK'B note on poems of ifBiL 

ring on tile Bea-ehore, tliB ocean became as s plaything: 
& child may Aportwith a lighted atick, till a spark iD^amea 
Meat and epre»d» destruotion over all, bo did we fesrJesalj 
1 blindly tamper with danger, and make a game of the 
rore of the ocean. Oar Italian Dei|;hbouia even tnieled 
maelvea aa fat as Maaaa in tlie akiff; and the running 
«n the line of coaet to Leghorn, gave no more noUon of 
il than a fahr-weaCher inland navlgstioa woald have done 
those who had never aeea the sea. Ouce, Bome months 
'are, TielBimy had r^sed a warning voice as to the differ 
se of onr calm bay, and the open aea beyond ; bnt Shelley 
i his friend, witli Iheir one BaiioT boy, thoagDt themeclvea 
oatch for the atorms of the MediCenaneao, in a boat wHch 
>y looked Dpon as eqm^ to all it wae put to do. 
in the iBt of Jaly they left qb. If ever shadow of fatnra 
darkened the present honr, snch was over my miod when 
ly went Dnriog the whole of onratay atLericl.an intense 
laentiment of coming evil brooded over my mind, and 
rereil this beaatifol place, and genial summer, with the 
idow of coming mifiery — J bad vwnly atrugglad with these 
utions — they eeemed accounted for by my illneiB, but at 
s hoar of separaUon they recurred with renewed violence, 
id not auticipata danger for them, but a vague expectation 
avil shook me to agony, and 1 could scarcely bring myself 
let them go. The day was calm and clear, and a Gna 
leiB rising at twelve they weighed for Leghorn; they made 
I run of about BIty miles in seven hours and a half; the 
livar was in port, and the regulations of the health-office 
; permitting them to go ou shore after eunset, they bor- 
red cushions fiom the larger vessel, and slept on board 

l^hey spent a week at Pita and Leghorn. The want of rain 
a severely felt in the country. The weather conUnned 
try and fine. 1 have heard that Shelley all this time was 
brilliant spirits. Mot long before, talking of presentiment, 
had said the only one that he ever fonnd Infallible, was 
I certain advent of some evil fortune when be felt pecu- 
[1/ joyous. Yet If ever fate whispered of coming disaster, 
ih inaudible, but not onfelt, proguoetic* hovered around 
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lU. Th« beauty of the place seanied nnearthly i 
ths dialanee we were aX from all signs of civilizs 
St our feet, its mnrmura or its roaring for ever ii 
all these things led the mind to brood over straa, 
and, lifting it from every^daj- Ufe, cnased it to 
with the uurenl. A sort of spell surrounded i 
day, as the voyagers did not ratuni, we grew rosl 
quieted, and yet, strange to say, we were nut ft 
most apparent danger. 

doubt — of days passed in miserable jonmeya 1o 
of hopes that took firmer root, even as they were 
leas — were changed lo the certnintjof the death < 
bU happiness for the anrvlion for evermore. 

There was something in onr fate peculiarlj 
The remuns of those we lost were cast on shore 
quarantine laws of the coast, we were not permi 
possession of them — the laws, with respect to evei 
on land by the sea, beln;;, that such should b' 
prevent the possibility of any remnant bringing 
Into Italy; and no representation could alter t 
length, (hnmgh the kind and unwearied exertions 
kins, our Chargfi d' Affaires at Florence, we gainei 
to receive the ashes alter the bodies were cansum< 
could eqnul the zeal of Trelawny in carrying our 
effect. Ha wae indefatigable in his exertions, 
forethought and sagacity in his arrangements. It > 
task: he stood before ns at last, his handa score! 
tered by the flames of the funeral pyre, and by 1 
burnt relics as be placed them In the receptacl 
for the parpose. And there, in compass of that 
was gathered all that remained on earth of him t 
and virtue waa a crown of glory to the world- 
had been the source of happiness, peace, and f 
buried with him I 

The concluding stanzas of the Adonaia potnle 
the remdns ought to be deposited; in addition t< 
beloved child lay buried in the cemetery at Rom 
Shelley's aahos were convayad, and they rest ben 
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I weed-p[rown towers that recni at InCarvals to tha 
bo niMi>7 aaclent wall of Roma. Ho wleotad the 
ilace hinuelf ; thei« U the 



gnj walla moulder ronnd, on «Mch doll Tinw 
Is like slow Bre upon a hoacy brand ; 

•me keen py nunid, with wedge sablime, 
Honing the dust of him who planned 

refu)^ for hia memor;, doth stand 
I flame traneformed to marble ; and beneath 
lid is spread, on which a newer buid 
9 pitched in Heaven's smile their camp of death, 
ag him we lose with scarce eilinguished breath. 

>[T0w for the lost, and shuddering anguish at the 
n behind, he soothed by poetic iinagiQatione, thers 
ling in Sbelloy'a fate to itiitigate pangs, which yet 
t not be BO miligaled; for hard reality brings too 
lome to the mourner, all that b lost of happiness, 
ly uDBOlaced struggle that remuns. Still though 
i hues of poetry cannot blunt grief, it invests his 
1 sublime fltnesa, wbicb those less nearly allied 
1 with complacency. A year Itefore, be had poured 
ill auoh ideas about death aa' give it » glory of iCa 
liad, aa IC now aeems, almost anticipated hia own 
id when the mind figures bis skiff wrapped from 
be thunder-etorm, as it was last seen upon the 
; and then, as the clond of the tempest passed 
ign remained of where it had been* — who bat 
OS a prophecy the lost stanza of the "Adomds?" 

n Rtriierts watched the Tesael with bis glass fitim 
be llgfat-houae of Leghorn, on its homeward track, 
off Via Reggio, at some distance ftom ahoie, wbm 
IS driven over the aea. It enveloped them and 
ger vessels In darkness. When the cloud passed 
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The bieath, whose might I hive ioTOksd In song, 
Desceode on me; m; spirit's barli is driven. 
Far from the shore, fiu from the trembling thnmg, 

The msssy earth and sphered skies lire riTenl 
I am borne darkly, fearfully, afhr; 
Whilst bnming through the inmost veil of Heaven. 
The sonl of Adonab, like a star, 
Beacotu (i-om the abode where the Elsmal ore- 



onward, Eoherta looked again, and saw OTsry other 
Mdlhig on the ooean except their little schooner, whic 
Tanished. Froin that time he eould soarcel; doabt thi 
tmth; yet we fimcied that they might have been i 
towards Elba, or Corsica, and so be saved. The obser 
made at to the spot where the boat disappeared, caQsei 
be fonnd, throngh the exertions of Tretawny, for that 
It had gone down in ten fathom wat«r j it hod not cai 
and, except soch things aa had floated from her, every 
was found on board eiaotly as It had been placed wbei 
Elukd. The boat itself was nninjured. Roberts pos 
himself of her, and decked her, but she proved not seaw 
and her shattered planks now lie rotting on the shore i 
of the I<aiiaD islands, on which she waa wrecked. 
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PKEFACE 

TO THE VOLUME OF POSTHUMOUS POEMS, 

PUBLISHED IN 1824. 

In nobil sangue, vita amile e qtieta, 
Ed in alto intelletto nn poro core; 
Fmtto senile in snl gioTcnil fiore, 
E in aspetto pensoso, anima lieta. 

Pbtraroa* 

It had been my wish, on presenting the public with the 
Posthumous Poems of Shelley, to have accompanied them 
by a biographical notice: as it appeared to me, that at this 
moment a narration of the events of my husband's life would 
come more graceftilly from other hands than mine, I applied 
to Leigh Hunt. The distinguished friendship that Shellet 
felt for him, and the enthusiastic affection with which Leigh 
Hunt clings to his friend's memory, seemed to point him out 
as the person best calculated for such an undertaking. His 
absence from this country, which prevented our mutual 
explanation, has unfortunately rendered my scheme abortive. 
I do not doubt but that on some other occasion he wUl pay 
this tribute to his lost friend, and sincerely regret that the 
volume which I edit has not been honoured by its inser- 
tion. 

The comparative solitude in which Shellet lived, was 
the occasion that he was personally known to few ; and his 
fearless enthusiasm in the cause which he considered the 
most sacred upon earth, the improvement of the moral and 
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phyelcsl sCate of manki d iru h hi f re <an vby he, Mkt 
other iltostrioQa rerorm rs was p nn d b^ hatred uid 
oalumny. No mui wm m ra d d tbui he, to the 

endeaTOnr of meklag th ar und hira h ppy ; do men ever 
poaseaaed friends more T gnedl ta hed to him. The 
UDgratefbl world did n feel h 1 a d the gap it made 
teemed to close as quickly hi mm , as the mtirdi 

eea above his living frame. Hereafter men will lament 
his traDEceDdent powers of intellect nere eztln^iehed b 
they had bestowed on them their choicest treasures. T 
friends his losi is irremediable; the wise, the brave 
gentle, Is gone for everl He is to them na'sbtlghtT 
whose cadiant track, left behind in Che memoiy, is wort 
the realises that society can afford. Before the critioB 
tradict me, let them appeal to any one who bad ever ki 
hitni to see him was to love him; and bia piBaence, 
Ithoriel'e spear, was alone snfficient to disclose the fklsc 
of the tale vhlch bia eoemies whispered in the ear o 
ignorant world. 

His life was ipeaC in the contemplation of natnre, in i 
Ons Btndy, or in acta of kindneaa and affbction. He wi 
elegant scholar and a profound metaphysiciao : without 
aessing much scientiSc knowledge, he waa unrivalled h 

he knew every plant by its name, and was familiar will 
history and habits of every production of the earth; he i 
interpret without a fault each appearance in the sky, an 
varied phenomena of heaven and earth filled him with 
emotion. He made his study and reading-room of the 
dowcd copae, [he stream, the lake, and the waterfaU 
health and continual pain preyed upon bis powers: am 
solitude in which ws lived, parUcuiarly on onr Ont ai 
to Italy, althoQgh congenial to his feelings, mnst freqa 
have weighed upon hia spirita; those beantifnl and aB^ 
" Lines, written in dejection at Naples," were composi 
such an interval ; but when in health, hie gpirilB were but 
and youthful (o an extraordinary degree. 

Such was his love for nature, that every pi^ of his p< 
i* associated in the mlnda of his friends with the lovi 
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scenes of the countries which he inhabited. In early life he 
visited the most beantifal parts of this country and Ireland. 
Afterwards the Alps of Switzerland became his inspirers. 
"Prometheus Unbound" was written among the deserted 
and flower-grown ruins of Rome; and when he made his 
home under the Pisan hills, their roofless recesses harboured 
him as he composed " The Witch of Atla.«,*' "Adonais," and 
"Hellas." In the wild but beautiful Bay of Spezia, the 
winds and waves which he loved became his playmates. 
His days were chiefly spent on the water; the management 
of his boat, its alterations and improvements, were his prin- 
cipal occupatibn. At night, when the unclouded moon 
shone on the calm sea, he often went alone in his little 
shallop to the rocky caves that bordered it, and sitting 
beneath their shelter wrote "The Triumph of Life," the 
last of his productions. The beauty but strangeness of this 
lonely place, the reflned pleasure which he felt in the com- 
panionship of a few selected friends, our entire sequestration 
from the rest of the world, all contributed to render this 
period of his life one of continued enjoyment. I am con- 
vinced that the two months we passed there were the hap- 
piest which he had ever known: his health even rapidly 
improved, and he was never better than when I last saw 
him, full of spirits and joy, embark for Leghorn, that he 
might there welcome Leigh Hunt to Italy. 1 was to have 
accompanied him, but illness confined me to my room, and 
thus put the seal on my misfortune. His vessel bore out of 
sight with a favourable wind, and I remained awaiting his 
return by the breakers of that sea which was about to 
engulf him. 

He spent a week at Pisa, employed in kind offices toward 
his friends, and ei^oying with keen delight the renewal of 
their intercourse. He then embarked with Williams, the 
chosen and beloved sharer of his pleasures and of his fate, 
to return to us. We waited for them in vain; the sea by its 
restless moaning seemed to desire to inform us of what we 

would not learn : but a veil may well be drawn over such 

misery. The real anguish of those moments transcended 
all the fictions that the most flowing imagination ever per- 
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trayed : our seclusion, the savage nature of the inhabitants 
of the surrounding villages, and our immediate vicinity to 
the troubled sea, combined to imbue with strange horror 
our days of uncertainty. The truth was at last known, — 
a truth that made our loved and lovely Italy appear a tomb, 
its sky a pall. Every heart echoed the deep lament, and 
my only consolation was in the praise and earnest love that 
each voice bestowed and each countenance demonstrated 
for him we had lost, — not, I fondly hope, forever: his un- 
earthly and elevated nature is a pledge of the continua- 
tion of his being, although in an altered form. Borne 
received his ashes; they are deposited beneath its weed, 
grown wall, and "the world's sole monument'* is enriched 
by his remains. 

I must add a few words concerning the contents of this 
volume. "Julian and Maddalo," "The Witch of Atlas," 
and most of the Translations, were written some years ago; 
and, with the exception of " The Cyclops," and the Scenes 
from the " Magico Prodigioso," may be considered as hav- 
ing received the author's ultimate cojrc^ti5fesh»*>'^P|||^n^ 
umph of Life" was his last week., and was left in so 
unfinished a state, that I arranged it in its present form 
with great difficulty. All his poems which were scattered 
in periodical works are collected in this volume, and I 
have added a reprint of "Alastor, or the Spuit of Solitude: " 
— the difficulty with which a copy can be obtained is the 
cause of its republication. Many of the Miscellaneous Po- 
ems, written on the spur of the occasion, and never retouched, 
I found among his manuscript books, and have carefully 
copied. I have subjoined, whenever 1 have been able, the 
date of their composition. 

I do not know whether the critics will reprehend the 
insertion of some of the most imperfect among them ; but 
I frankly own that I have been more actuated by the fear 
lest any monument of his genius should escape me, than 
the wish of presenting nothing but what was complete to 
the fastidious reader. I feel secure that the Lovers of 
Shelley's Poetry (who know how more than any poet of 
the present day every line and word he wrote is instinct 
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HYMNS OF HOMEE. 



HYMN TO MEKCURY. 



SiKG-, Muse, the son of Main and ,of Jove, 
The Herald-child, king of Arcadia 

And at] its pastoral hills, whom in sweet lore 
Having been interwoven, modest May 

Bore Heaven's dread Supreme — an antique g 
Shadowed the cavern where the lovers lay 

In the deep night, unseen by Gods or Men, 

And white-armed Juno slumbered sweetly th 



Now, when the joy of Jove had ita fulfilling, 
And Heaven's tenth moon chronicled her n 

She gave to light a babe all babes excelling, 
A schemer subtle beyond all belief; 

A shepherd of thin dreams, a cow-stealing, 
A night- watching, and door-waylaying thif 

Who 'mongst the Gods was soon about to thi 

And other glorious actions to achieve. 



The babe was bom at the first peep of day ; 
He began playing on the lyre at noon, 
TOfc. m. 20 



HTMS TO MERCnSr. 

Hne evening did he steal away 

. lieiiJs i — the fourth day of the moon, 

him bore the venerable May, 

er immortal limbs he leaped full soon, 

wuld in the sacred cradle keep, 
seek Apollo's herds would creep. 



lofty caveiii wandering 
i a tortoise, and cried out — "A treasure!" 
■ury first made the tortoise sing) 
iSt before the portal at his leisure 
:y herbage was depasturing, 
his feet in a deliberate measure 
urf. Jove's profitable son 
n laughed, and laughing thus begun :— 



e you to me now, 
the dance, companion of the feast, 
all your nature ! Welcome, you 
3t plaything! Where, sweet mountain 

ISt, 

at speckled shell ? Thus much I know, 
St come home with me and be my guest; 
ive joy to me, and I will do 
in my power to honour you. 



I be at home than out of door ; 

i with me, and though it has been stud 



HYMN TO MEECL'Kr. 

That you alive defend fi'om magic powe 
I know you will sing sweetly when you 

Thus having spoken, ilm quaint in&nt b 
Lifting it from the grass on which it I 

And grasping it in his delighted hold, 

His treasured prize into the cavern old. 



Then scooping with a chisel of gray ste< 
He bored the life and soul out of the I 

Not swifter a swift thought of woe or wi 
Darts through the tumuh of a human 

Which thronging cares annoy — not swif 
The flashes of its torture and unrest 

Out of the dizzy eyes — than Maia's son 

All that he did device hath featly done. 

Till. 

And through the tortoise's hard strong si 

At proper diatanees small holes he ma 

And fastened the cut stems of reeds wit! 

And with a piece of leather overlaid 
The open space and fixed the cubils in, 
Fitting the bridge to both, and stretched 
Symphonious chords of sheep-gut rythm 



When he had wrought the lovely inslrui 
He tried the chords, and made divisio 

Preluding with the plectrum, and there ' 
Up irom beneath his hand a tumult S7 
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mands. Mid froro his lips he sent 

of anpremedilated wit 
I wild and wanton — pnch yaa maj 
•g revellere on a holiday. 



ow Jove and Maj' of (he bright sandal 

in love not qoite legitimate ; 

m Unh, Etill scoffing at (he scanda), 

Ding his own name, did celebrate ; 

:*s care and servant maids he planned all 

:c verse, ber household stuff and state, 

pol, trippet, and brazen pan — 

g he conceited another plan. 



b a sudden lancy for fresh meat, 
is Bacred crib deposited 
r lyr^ and from the cavern sweet 
with great leaps up to (be inoimtRin's 

in his mind some subtle feat 
ti craft, such u a swindler might 
the lone season cX dun night 

xn. 
reat Sun under the ocean's bed has 
steeds and chariot — the child mean- 
vhile strode 

'ierian roounlains clothed ia shadows, 
the immortal oxen of the God 
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Are pastured ia the flowering unmowi 

And safely stalled in a remote abod 

The archer Argicide, elate and praad, 

Drove fifty from the herd, lowing alov 

XIII. 

He drove them wandering o'er the eu 
But, being ever mindful of his crafl 

Backward and forward drove he then 
So that the tracks, which seemed befo 

His eandals then he threw to the ocea 
And for each foot he wrought a kin< 

Of tamarisk, and tamarisk-like spriga, 

And bound them in a lump with with; 

XIV. 

And on his feet he tied these sandals 
The trail of whose wide leaves mighi 
His track ; and then, a self-sufficing w 
Like a man hasteniDg on some diste 
He from Pieria's mountain bent his fli 
But an old man perceived the infant f 
Downgreen Oncheatus, heaped likebed 

XV. 

The old man stood dressrog his sunny 

"Halloo! Oldfellow with the crooke 

You grab those stumps P Before the 

Methinks even you must grow a litt 
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to this advice of mine, 

'scape what might appall abolder — 
—and hearing, hear not — and — 
deratand i ng — unde rstand." 

XVI. 

mes roused the oxen tbrI j 
f mountain and reeounding dell, 
i'.n plains, great Hermes past ; 
: night divine, which favouring fell 
»a, grew gray, and morning faat 
! world to work, and from her cell, 
Pall ante an Moon sublime 
tower Just began to climb. 

xrn. 
B be ^ad driveo all 
rebeaded oxen of the Sun ; 
rearicd to the lofty stall 
ater troughs which ever run 
esh fields — and when with nish- 
1 

I sweet herbage, every one 
been, the Great God made them 

ill in a collected drove. 



■{ wood the God then heaped, 
lOon conceived the mystery 
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Of fire, from two smooth laurel branches stript 
The bark, and rubbed them in his palms, — on 
high 

Suddenly forth the burning vapour leapt, 
And the divine child saw delightedly — 

Mercury first found out for human weal 

Tinder-box, matches, fire-irons, flint, and steeL 

XIX. 

And fine dry logs and roots innumerous 
He gathered in a delve upon the ground — 

And kindled them — and instantaneous 

The strength of the fierce flame was breathed 
around : 

And whilst the might of glorious Vulcan thus 
Wrapt the great pile with glare and roaring 
sound, 

Hermes dragged forth two hiefers, lowing loud, 

Close to the fire — such might was in the God. 

XX. 

And on the earth upon their backs he threw 
The panting beasts, and rolled them o'er and o'er. 

And bored their lives out. Without more ado 
He cut up fat and flesh, and down before 

The fire on spits of wood he placed the two, 
Toasting their flesh and ribs, and all the gore 

Pursed in the bowels ; and while this was done 

He stretched their hides over a craggy stone. 



BTKS TO HEBCmtT. 



■ mortab let an ox grow <Jd, and then 
!^ut it up after long consideration, — 
' jojous-mioded Hennes from tbe glen 
!)rew the fat spoils to the more optn station 
a flat smooth space, and portioned them ; and 

ie bad bj lot assigned to each a ration 
the tweWe Giods, his mind became nware 
all the joj's which in religion are. 



■ the Bweet savour of the roasted meat 
Tempted bim, though immortal. Nathelesse 

checked his baugbtj will aod did not eat, 
Though what itcoflt hioi words can scarce ex press, 
i every wish to put such morsels sweet 
Down his most sacred throat, be did repreBS j 
t soon within the lofty portalled stall 

placed the fat and flesh and bones and all. 

XXIII. 

i every trace of the fresh butchery 
Lnd cooking, the God soon made disappear, 
if it all had vanished through the sky ; [hajr, — 
Ie burned tbe hoofs and horns and head and 
i insatiate Sre devoured them hungrily ; 
bid when he saw that every thing was clear, 
quenched tbe coals aod trampled tbe black dust, 
1 in the stream bis bloody sandaU tossed. 
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XXIV 

All night he worked in the serene moonshine-^ 
But when the light of day was spread abroad 

He sought his natal mountain-peaks divine. 
On his long wandering, neither man nor god 

Had met him, since he killed Apollo's kine, 
Nor house-dog had barked at him on his road ; 

Now he obliquely through the key-hole passed, 

Like a^ thin mist, or an autumnal Uast. 

XXV. 

Right through the temple of the spacious cave 
He went with soft light feet — as if his tread 

Fell not on earth ; no sound their falling gave ; 
Then to his cradle he ci'ept quick, and spread 

The swaddling-clothes about him ; and the knave 
Lay playing with the covering of the bed, 

With his left hand about his knees — the right 

Held his beloved tortoise-lyre tight. 

XXVI. 

There he lay innocent as a new-bom child, 
As gossips say ; but, though he was a god. 

The goddess, his fair mother, unbeguiled 
Knew all that he had done, being abroad ; 

" Whence come you, and from what adventure 
wild, 
You cunning rogue, and where have you abode 

All the long night, clothed in your impudence ? 

What have you done since you departed hence ? 
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ZXTII. 

lo soon nil] pass nilhin this gate, 

i bind your tender body in a chain 

icably tight, and fast as fate, 

ess you can delude the God again, 

when within hia arms — ah, runagate ! 

iretty torment both for gods and men 

father made when he made you I " — " Dear 

mother," 
id sly Hermes, " wherefore scold and bother ? 



' I were like other babes as old 

1 understood nothing of what is what ; 

ared at all to bear my mother scold. 

. my subtle brain a scheme have got, 

1, whilst the sacred stars round Heaven are 

1 profit you and me — nor shall our lot 
yon counsel, without gifts or food, 
»id our lives in this obscure abode. 



we will leave this shadow-peopled cave, 
1 live among the Gods, and pass each day 
h communion, sharing what ihey have 
irofuse weahh and unexhausted prey ; 
'rom the portion which my father gave 
Phosbus, I will snatch my share away, 
I if my father will not — nalhelusse I, 
im the king of robbers, can but try. 
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XXX. 

^And, if Latona's son should find me out, 
I '11 countermine him by a deeper plan ; 

I '11 pierce the Pythian temple-walls, though stout, 
And sack the fane of every thing I can — 

Caldrons and tripods of great worth no doubt, 
Each golden cup and polished brazen pan, 

All the wrought tapestries and garments gay." — 

So they together talked ; — meanwhile the Day 

XXXI. 

Ethereal bom, arose out of the flood 
Of flowing Ocean, bearing light to men, 

Apollo past toward the sacred wood, 

Which from the inmost depths of its green glen 

Echoes the voice of Neptune, — and there stood 
On the same spot in green Onchestus then 

That same old animal, the vine-dresser. 

Who was employed hedging his vineyard there. 

XXXII. 

Latona's glorious Son began : — ^^ I pray 
Tell, ancient hedger of Onchestus green. 

Whether a drove of kine has past this way. 
All heifers with crooked horns ? for they have 
been 

Stolen from the herd in high Pieria 

Where a black bull was fed apart, between 

Two woody mountains in a neighbouring glen, 

And four fierce dogs watched there, unanimous as 
men. 
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XXXIII. 

And, what is sininge, the author of this theft 
Has stolen thu fatt«d heifers every one, 

lut the four dogs and th« black bull are left: — 
Stolen they were last night at set of sun, 

if their soft beds and their sweet food bereft — 
Now tell me, maa bom ere the world begun, 

lave you seen any one pans with the cows ? " 

'o whom the man of overhanging brows,— i 

xxsiv. 
My friend, it would require no common skill 

Justly to speak of every thing I see ; 
in various purpo^a of good or ill 

Many pass by my vineyard, — and to me 
rU difficult to know the invisible 

Thoughts, which in aU those many minds may 
be^— 
'bus much alone I certainly can say, 

tilled these vines till the decline of day, 

zxxy. 

And then I thought I saw, but dare not speak 
With certainty of such a wondrous thing, 

L child, wlio could not have been bom a week, 
Those fair-horned cattle closely following, 

Lnd in his hand he held B polished stick : 
And, as on purpose, he walked wavering 

i'rom one side to the other of the road, 

Lnd with his face opposed the steps he trod." 



ZXXTI. 

Apollo, hearing this, passed qui< 
No winged omen could have i 

That the deceiver was his fathei 
So the Grod wraps a purple a 

Around bis shoulders, and like i 
To famous Pylos, seeking his 

And found their track and his, j 

And cried — " What wonder do i 

XXXVII, 

" Here are the footsteps of the I 
Turned back towards their lie] 

But these ! are not the tracks ol 
Gray wolf, or bear, or lion of 

Or maned Centaur — sand was n 
By man or woman thug! In 

Who with unwearied feet could 

The sand with such enormous v 

XXXVIII. 

" That was most strange — but 
still ! " 

Thus having said, Pbcebus in 
Sought high Cyllene's forest-cin 

And the deep cavern where c 
And where the ambrosial nymp 

Bore (he Satumian's love-chi 
And a delighted odour from the 
Of the hill pastures, at his comi 



HYUN TO MEHCURT. 
XXXIX. 

s Biuoptid under iLe craggy roof 
<«r ifae dark cavero : — Maitt's child 
lat be came angry, I'ar aloof, 
cows of which he had b<:ei] beguiled^ 
0) the fine and fragraiil woof 
ibrosial swaddting-clolhu^ he piled — 
rebrands lied a buiTiiog spark 
leath the ashes cold aud dark. 



ui infant who had sucked his fill, 
was newly washed and put to bed, 
courting sleep wiili weary will 
;red in a lump, hands, feel, and head, 
[ hia beloved tortoise still 
id and held under his shoulder-blade ; 
lovely mountain goddess knew, 
subtle, swindling baby, who 



i in his sly wiles. Bound every crook 
iple cavern, for his kine Apollo 
rp ; and when he saw them not, he 
[hoUow 
ering key, and opened three great 
the rock — where many a nook 

with the sweet food immortals swallow, 

heaps of silver and of gold 
within — a wondtT (o behold ! 



aYMH TO MI^KCUltY. 

XL 1 1. 

And white aod silver robes, 
With cuuning workmans} 

ExuepI among the Gods tht 
Id the wide world to be ( 

Latoua's ofispring, after hav 
His herds in every comei 

Great Uermea: — "Little cr 

Of my illustrious heifers, wl 

XLIII. 

" Speak quickly 1 or a quan 
Must rise, and the event ' 

Shall haul you into dismal 1 
In fiery gloom to dwell el 

Nor shall your father nor y( 
The bare of that black du 

You shall be cast out from t 

To rule the ghosts of men, i 

XLIV. 

To whom thus Hermes sUly 
Of great Latona, what a 

Why come you here to ask 
Wilh the wild oxen wbici 

I have not seen them, nor ft 
Have heard a word of th 

If yon should promise an in 

I could not tell more than y 



BTHK TO HERCTTRT. 
XLV. 

Stealer should be both tall and strong, 
am but a little new-bom thing, 
t at least, cao think of nothiug wrong : — 
uiness ia to Buck, and sleep, and fling 
He clothes about me all da; long, — 
ilf asleep, hear my sweet mother sing, 
le washed in water clean and warm, 
bed and kissed and kept secure from harm. 



not e'er this quarrel be averred ! 
stounded Gods would lau^h at you, if e'ei 
uld alli^e a story so absurd, 
It ft new-bom infant forth could fare 
lis home after a savage herd, 
bom yesterday — my small feet are 
ter for the roads so hard and rough ^— 
'ou think that this is not enough, 

XLVII. 

■ a great oath, by my father's head, 
[ stole not your cows, and that I know 
le else who might, or could, or did. — 
iver things cows are I do not know, 
,ve only heard the name." — This said, 
nked as fast as could be, and his hrow 
nkled, and a whistle loud gave he, 
1 who hears some strange absurdity. 



XLvni. 

ApoHo gently smiled and said: — "Aye, t 

Tou cunning little rascal, you will boi 

Many a rich man's house, and your arra 

Of thieves will lay their siege before 

■ Silent as nighi, in night ; and many a da 

In the wild gleDa rough shepherds wil 

That you or yours, having an appetite. 

Met with their cattle, comrade of the ni{ 

XLIX. 

" And this aoiong the Goda shaU be you 
To be considered as the lord of those 

Who swindle, house-break, sheep-steal, i 
lift;— 
But now if you would nut your last si 

Crawl out 1 " — Thus saying, Phcehus did 
The subtle infant in his swaddling-clol 

And in his arms, according to Lis wont, 

A Echeme devised the illustrious Argipl 



And sneezed and shuddered — Phcebuson 
Him threw, and whilst all that he had 

He did perform — eager although to pass 
Apollo darted from bis mighty mind 

Towards the subtle babe the following si 

' Do not imagine this will get you off, 
TOL. DI. 21 



JN TO UEKCDRT. 



lied child c£ Jove and M&y ! " 
1 : — ** By this omen I ehall trace 
tnd you shall lead the way." — 
les from the grassy place, 
Bl haste to get away, 
hands lifted towards his face, 
irs up from Lis shoulders drew 
ithes, and — " What mean you 



akind God ? " — said Mercury : 
■se cows you tease me bo F 

cows were perished ! — I 
jowa — I do not even know 

are. Alas ! I well may sigh, 
rae idIo this world of woe, 
r heard the name of one — 
le Saturnian's throne." 



. the vagrant Mercury 
coming to an explanation, 
pose. As for Phoebus, he 
3nge, but only information, 
. with lies and roguery 
>. — But when no evasion 
cunniug one his match had 

over the sandy ground. 



He of the Silver Bow, i 
Followed behind, till 
Came both his children- 
ADd from his equal b 
A judgment in the causi 
O'er odorous Olympus a 
A murmuring tumult as 



And from the folded de| 
While Hermes and A 

Before Jove's tlirone, tl 
Immortals rushed in 

And, whilst their seats i 
The lofty Thunderer 

To Pbcebua said ;— " W 
prey, 

This herald-baby, born 



" A most important sub 
To lay before the C 
nay. 

When you have nndersi 
Say not that I alone 

I found this little boy ij 
Under Cyllene's mou 

A manifest and most ap 

A scandal-monger beyoj 



HTUX TO XEBCCBT. 
LTll. 

t saw his like either in heaven 
on earth for knavery or craft: — 
he field mj cattle je^ler-even, 
; low shore on which the loud sea laagbed, 
, down to the river-ford had driven ; 
nere astonishment woald make you daA 
be double kind of footsteps strange 
impressed wherever he did range. 

LTIII. 

ittle'a track on the black dust foil well 

dent, as if they went towards 

X from which tbey came — that asphodel 

jw, in which I feed my many herds ; 

3 were most incomprehensible — 

IT not how I can describe in words 

acks — he could have gone along the sands 

upon bis feet nor on his hands ; — 

LIZ. 

ist have had some other stranger mode 

)ving on ; those vestiges immense, 

'. traced them on the sandy road, 

lid like the trail of oak-toppinga : — but 

hence 

i nor track denoting where they trod 

lard ground gave : — but, working at his 

ence, 

.1 bcUger stiw him as he past 

tf, with the cows, in fiery haste. 



"I found tliat in the dark 
Had sacrificed some co 

Had thrown the aabes all 
About the road — then. 

Had crept into his cradle. 
Rubbing, and cogitating 

No eagle could have seen 

Hid in his cavern from it 

IX 
" I taxed him with the fni 

Most solemnly that he 
Nor even had in any man 

Of my lost cows, whati 
Nor could he tell, though 

Not even who could tel 
60 speaking, Flioebus sate 
Addressed the Supreme I 



" Great Father, you know 
That all which I shall 3 

I am a most veracious pei 
Totally unacquainted w 

At sunrise Phcebus came, 
Of Gods to bear him w 

To my abode, seeking his 

And saying that I must 



MN TO MEHCUBT. 
LXIII. 

rl me down the dark abyss. 

ery Apollonian limb 

leed and might and manlineBs, 

ik with flowers — but unlike him 

'day, and jou may guess 

this when he indulged the nbim 

)r little new-born thing 

ever thought of cow-driving. 

LXIV. 

>ng fellow who steals kine ? 
Brest Father, such you are, 
)e herds is none of mine ; 
»hold did I wander ne'er, 
I reverence the divine 
ods, and I love you, and care 
il accuser — who must know 
as they or you, 

LXV. 

3 most gloriously-wrought por- 

allow, an oaib of might) 

ie multitude of the Immortals 

3 for ever, day and night, 

i for tlie affairs of mortals — , 

tlesE 1 and I will requite, 

lemy be great and strong, 

-do thou defend the young ! " 



So speaking, the Cyller 
Winked, as if now h 

And Jupiter, according 
Laughed heartily lo 

Infant give such a plan 
And every word a 11 

Judgment at present — •■ 

Was, to compose (he a( 



And they by mighty Jt 
To go forth with a si 

Neither the other chidi 
And Mercury with i 

To lead the way, and s 
The mighty beifers.- 

Obeyed the .^^s-bean 

Is able to persuade all < 



These lovely children o 
Hastened to Pylos ai 

And lofty stalls by the 
Where wealth in the 

Wilb silent growth. '^ 

Out of the stony cav 
The hides of those the 
Stretched on ihe precip 



HYMN TO MERCURT. 
LXIX. 

} it posaible," Ihen Phtebus said, 
^ou, a litlle child, bom yesterday, 
1 mother's milk and kisses fed, 
wo [jrodigioua heifera ever flay ? 
self may well hereafter dread 
owess, offspring of Cylleniao May, 
grow strong and tall." — He spoke, atid 

r bands the infant's wrists around. 

LZX. 

as well have bound the oxen wild ; 
liy bands, though starkly interknlt, 
: feet uf ilie immortal child, 
•A by some device of his quick wit. 
erceived himself again beguiled, [or pit, 
ired^-while Hermes sought some bole 
skance and winking fast as thought, 
miglit hide himself, and not be caught 

LXXI. 

: changed his plan, and with strange skill 
1 the :itroDg Latonian, by the might 
g music, to his mightier will ; 
hand held the lyre, and in his right 
■urn siruck ihe chords — unconquerable 
J beneath his hand in circling flight 
ring music rose — and sweet as Love 
rating notes did live and move 



LXXII. 

WitbiD the beart of gi-eat Apollo — he 

ListPtifiil with nil h!fl Rniil. nnil Iniichpii fnr . 

c 





330 HYMN TO MERCURY. 

LXXV. 

"Or whether mortal taught or God inspired 
The power of unpremeditated song ? 

Many divinest sounds have I admired 

The Olympian Gods and mortal men among ; 

But such a strain of wondrous, strange, untired. 
And soul-awakening music, sweet and strong, 

Yet did I never hear except from thee, 

Offspring of May, impostor Mercury ! 

LXXVI. 

" What Muse, what skill, what unimagined use. 
What exercise of subtlest art, has given 

Thy songs such power ? — for tho^e who hear may 
choose 
From three, the choicest of the gifts of Heaven, 

Delight, and love, rihd sleep, sweet sleep, whose 
dews 
Are sweeter than the balmy tears of even : — 

And I, who speak this praise, and that Apollo 

Whom the Olympian Muses ever follow : 

LXXVII. 

" And their delight is dance, and the blithe noise 

Of song and ever-flowing poesy ; 
And sweet, even as desire, the liquid voice 

Of pipes, that fills the clear air thrillingly ; 
But never did my inmost soul rejoice 

In this dear work of youthful revelry, 
As now I wonder at thee, son of Jove ; 
Thy harpings and thy song are soft as love. 



HIMN TO MEHCCRY. 

Lxxvni. 
" Now since thou hast, although so very am 

Science of arts so glorious, thus I ^wear,- 
And let this cornel javelin, keen and tall, 

Witness between ua what I promise here 
That I will lead thee to the Olympian Hall 

Honoured and mighty, with thy motl 
dear, 
And many glorious gifts in joy will give th( 
And even al the end will ne'er deceive thei 

LXXIX. 

To whom thus Mercury with prudent spee< 
" Wisely hast thou inquired of my skill ; 

I euvy ihee no thing I know to teach 

Even this day ; — for both in word and w 

I would be gentle with thee ; thou canst rei 
All things in thy wise spirit, and thy sill 

la highest in heaven among the sons of Jov 

Who loves thee in the fulness of his love. 

LXXX. 

"The Counsellor Supreme has given to the 
Civinest gifts, out of the amplitude 

Of his profuse esthaustiess treasury ; 

By thee, 'tis said, the depths are underst 

Of his far voice ; by thee the mystery 
Of all oracular fates, — and the dread mo< 

Of the diviner is breathed up, even I — 

A child — perceive thy might and majesty— 



L XXXIV. 

"And let as two henceforth logel 
On tliis green mountain elo] 
plain, 

The herds in litigation — they wi 
Quickly enough to recompenai 

If lo the bulls and cows we take 
And thou, though somewhat o' 

Grudge me not half the profll."- 

The shell he proffered, and Apol 

LXXXV. 

And gave him in return the glitl 
Installing him as herdsman ;— 

Of Mercury then laughed a joyo 
And theD Apollo with the plei 

The chords, and from beneath hi 
Of mighty sounds rushed up, w 

The soul with Bffeetness, and lib 

His sweeter voice a just accorda 



The herd went wandering o'er ll 
Whilst these most beautiful S< 

Won their swift way up lo the si 
Of white Olympus, with the j( 

Soothing their juumey ; and thei 
Gathered them both into fami 

Afiection aweel, — and then, and 

Hermes must love Him of the G 



Lxxxvii. 
ro whom he gave the Ijre that sweetly sounded, 
''Vliicb skilfully he held and played ihereon. 
piped the while, and far and wide rebounded 
'he echo of his pipings ; every one 
he Olympians sal with joy astounded, 
Fhile he conceived another piece of tun, 
I of his old tricks — which the God of Day 
ceiving, said : — " I fear ihee, Son of May ; — 

LXXXVII I. 

Tear thee and thy sly chameleon spirit, 

*st thou shouldst steal my lyre and crooked 

i glory and power thou dost from Jove inherit, 
'o teach all craft upon the earth below ; 
evea love and worship thee — it is thy merit 
'o make all mortal business ebb and flow 
roguery : — now, Hermes, if you dare 
eacred Styx a mighty oath to swear. 



kat you will never rob me, you will do 
. thing extremely pleasing to my heart." 
a Mercury sware by the Stygian dew, 
bat he would never steal bis bow or dart, 
ay his hands on what to bim was due, 
r ever would employ his powerful art 
inst bis Pythian tane. Then Pbiebus swore 
re was no God or man whom he loved more. 



"And I will give thee as a good-will tokeo 
The beautiful wand of wealih and 

A perfect ihree-leaved rod of gold un 
Whose magie will thy foutsteps evi 

And whatsoever Lj Jove's voice is s| 
Of earthly ot divine from its reces 

It like a loving soul to ihee will epes 

And more than this do thou forbear i 



" For, dearest child, the div 

Which thou requirest, 'tis unlawfu 
That thou, or any other deity. 

Should underatand — and vain wei 

VOUf! 

For tliey are hidden in Jove's mind. 

la trust of them, have sworn that I 

Betray the counsels of Jove's inmost 

To any God — the oath was terrible. 

XCII. 

"Then, golden-wanded brother, ask i 
To speak the fates by Jupiter desi 

But be it mine to tell their various 1( 
To the unnumbered tribes of humi 

Let good to these and ill to those be 
As I dispense — but he who comes 

By voice and wings of perfect augur 

To my great shrine, shall find avail i 



BTKN TO MEKCUBY. 
ZCIII. 

deceive, but will nssist ; 
tats relying on such bird^ 
', who would strain and Iwist 
r the Grods with idle words, 
knowledge light, he shall have 

Jst I among my othei' hoards 

Tet, aon of May, 
ondrous thing to say : 



! Fates, three virgin Sisters, who, 

leir wind-outs peed in g wings, 
flour snowed over white and new, 
3und which Parnassus flings 
. — from these I have learned true 
if remotest things. [dooms, 

I not Whilst they search oat 
id feed on honeycombs. 



aten the fresh honey, grow 
vine enthusiasm, and utter 
lingness the truth they know ; 
■d of that sweet food, they mutter 
jsiona ; — these to you 
11 inquire, they will not stutter ; 
1 soul with them : — any man 
let may proflt if he can. 



HTMR TO MBBCURT. 
XCTI. 

" Take these and the fierce oxen, Maia's 
O'er manj a "• -" '-■' — ' — '■ 

O'eT ja^ed-jan 
Wbite-tuskec 

Of cattle which 
Kouriahes in 

Thou doat alom 

Thou ^vest no 



Thns King Ajh 

In truth, and 

joy. 

Hermes with C 
Mingled, anc 

And little profi 
Through tht 

Of Jove and M 
Nor tbou, nor 



TO THE SDN. 

of JoTe, Calliope, once more 
t Sdd, thj hymn of music pour ; 
) child of star-clad Heaven, and Eartli 
k, large-ejed n^mph, broagbt forth ; 
L, the famed sister fair 
perion, who to him did bear 
reliest children ; the young Mom, 
are like twin rosea newly bom, 
:ed Mood, and the immortal San, 
by heavenly Bteeda his race doth ran 
)1y, illuming the abodes 
en and the eternal gods. 

Dok forth his awe-inspiring eyes, 
golden helmet, whence arise 
i forth afar, clear beams of light ; 
ince with radiant glory bright, 
graceful locks far shines around, 
t vest with wiiich his limbs are bound, 
real, delicately twined 
i stream of the uplifting wind, 
leds soon bear liim to the west ; 
steep flight his hands divine arrest, 
; car with yuke of gold, which be 
bright heaven beneath the shadowy 



J 



TO THE MOON. 

Daughters of Jove, whose voic« 
Muses, who know and rule all ml 
Sing the wide-winged Moon. Ai 
From her immortal head in Heav 
Far light is scattered — boundless 
Where'er she spreads her many-h 
The lampless air glows round her 
But when the Moon divme from 
Under the sea, her beams within 
Till, bathing her bright limbs in ( 
Clothing her form in garments gli 
And having joked to her immortf 
The beam-invested steeds, whose 
Curve back, she drives to a remoi 
A western Crescent, borne impeti 
Then is made full the circle of he 
And as she grows, her beams n 

bright, 
Are poured from Heaven, where 

A wonder and a sign to mortal mi 
The Son of Saturn with this gli 
Mingled in love and sleep — to wh 
Pandeia, a bright maid of beauty 
Among the Gods, whose lives etei 



in, while-armed Divimtj, 
le, thus witb thee, 

ay a glorious feat 
lips, BO welt 
s of the muses, telL 



IfOTHER OF ALL. 

do <]oat keep 
ndations deep, 
i^arth, I eing erf* thee; 
r dwelling in the sea, 
the ground divine 
re noorished — theae are 

thou dost Bustiun ; from 

fruits on every tree 
ered Dirinity ! 
I beneath thy sway 
gives and lakes away I 
ly mild favours Dourish, 
1 them grow and flourish. 
e-Bustaining field 
heir cattle yield 
ir bouse with wealth is 



TO CASTOR AND i-OLLOX. 

Such honoured dwell in cities fair 
The homes of lovely women, pros 
Their sons exult in youth's new bi 
And their fresh daughters free (i 

ness, 
With bloom-inwoven dance and hi 
On the soft flowers the meadow-gi 
Leap round them sporting — such 
Are given, rich Power, revered I 
Mother of gods, thou wife of si 
Farewell I be thoa propitious, and 
A happy life tor this brief melodj 
Iforthou nor other songs shall uni 



TO CASTOE AND POl 

Te wild-eyed Mnaes, sing the Tw 
Whom the fair-ancled Leda mixei 
With mighty Saturn's heaven-obsi 
On Taygetus, that lofty mountain 
Brought forth in joy, mild Pollux 
And steel-subduing Castor, heirs • 
These are the Powers who earl 

And ships, whose flight is swift al 
When wintry tempests o'er the sa 
Are raging, and the sailors trembl 
Call on the Twins of Jove with p 



342 TO MINERVA. 

Gathered in fear upon the lofty prow, 

And sacrifice with snow-white lambs, the wind 

And the huge billow bursting close behind, 

Even then beneath the weltering waters bear 

The staggering ship — they suddenly appear, 

On yellow wings rushing athwart the sky. 

And lull the blasts in mute tranquillity. 

And strew the waves on the white ocean's bed, 

Fair omen of the voyage ; from toil and dread, 

The sailors rest, rejoicing in the sight. 

And plough the quiet sea in safe delight. 



TO MINERVA. 

I SING the glorious Power with azure eyes, 
Athenian Pallas ! tameless, chaste, and wise, 
Trilogenia, town-preserving maid, 
Revered and mighty ; from his awful head 
Whom Jove brought forth, in warlike armour 

drest. 
Golden, all radiant ! wonder strange possessed 
The everlasting Gods that shape to see, . 
Shaking a javelin keen, impetuously 
Rush from the crest of ^gis-bearing Jove ; 
Fearfully Heaven was shaken, and did move 
Beneath the might of the Cerulean-eyed ; 
Earth dreadfully resounded, far and wide, 



And lifted from its depths, the f 
In purple billows, the tide sudd 
Stood still, and great Hyperion' 
Checked his swift steeds, till 

sublime, 
Pallas from her immortal shoul 
The arms divine ; wise Jove re. 
Child of the ^gis-bearer, hail 
Nor thine nor others' praise shall i 



THE CYCLOPS; 

iATTSlC DRAMA. 

>H THE GREEK OF EURIFIDES. 



t a world of toil, both now 
lbs were overwoni with age, 
>r thee I First, when thou fled'st 
Dphs who nurst thee, driven afar 
adness Juno E«nt upon thee ; 
1 of the sons of Earth, 
t by foot close to thy Bide, 
ellow combatant, 
ugh his shield my winged spear, 
lus. Consider now, 
vhich I speak to thee ? 
for you have the trophies I 
more than all before, 
d that Juno had devised 
for you, I pxxi to sea 
Iren quaint in search of you, 
od on the beaked prow 
ced mast ; and all my boys, 
^ir oars, with splash and strain 



THE CYCLOPS. 

Made white with foam the green 

aea, — 
And BO we sought jou, king. We i 
Near Malea, when an eastern wind 
And drove us to this wild ^tnean n 
The one-ejed children of the Ooear 
The man -destroying Cyclopses inhal 
On this wild shore, their solitary cav 
And one of these, named Polypi 

caught us 
To be his slaves ; and so, for all del 
Of Bacchic sports, sweet dance and 
We keep this lawless giant's wandei 
My sons indeed, on far declivities, 
Touug things themselves, tend on t 

sheep. 
But I remain to fill the water casks, 
Or sweeping the hard floor, or tain'u 
Some impious and abominahle meal 
To the fell Cyclops. I am wearied 
And now I must scrape up the littei 
With this great iron rake, so to rece 
My ahsent master and bis evening s 
In a cave neat and clean. Even no 
My cliildren tending the flocks bitbe 
Ha t what is this ? are your Sicinni 
Even now the same aa when wit 

song 
Tou brought young Bacchus to Ath 



TQB OTCIOPS. 
IS OF 8ATTR8. 



f race divine 
le winding rocks ? 
(»lm and fine 

)f the flocks ;— 
is soft and sweet, 
ddies meet 
aside the cave, 

iir fountain wave. — 

plands feeding ? 

mend your breeding ;- 
horned thing, 
rambling ! 



Aphrodite 

■St did I 

i her delight 

ids, whose white feet 

ance and fleet. 

3ved, where, 

hj yellow hair, 

I alone, afar? 

d Cyclops, we, 

LtisCrophe li omitted. 



THE CTCLOPS. 



Who by right thy servants are. 
Minister in misery, 
la these wretched goat-skins cli 
Far from thy delights and thee 



Be silent, sons ; command the slave 
The gathered flocks into the rock-ro 



Go ! But what needs this serious ha 



I see a Grecian vessel on the coast, 
And thence the rowers, with some g 
Approaching to this cave. About t 
Hang empty vessels, as they wantei 
And water-flaska. — miserable sto 
Whence come they, that they know 

who 
My master is, approaching in ill hoi 
The inhospitable roof of Polyphem' 
And the Cyclopian jaw-bone, man-c 
Be silent, Satyrs, while I ask and h 
Whence coming, they arrive the M' 



Friends, can you show me some cleai 
The remedy of our thirst ? Will an 
Furnish with food seamen in want < 



HR CYCLOP*. 



We ^eein to be arriyed 
: of Baochus. I observe 
of Satyrs near the cavee. 
the elder. — Hail ! 



Htul tho«, 
thy oountry and thy raoe. 



1 I know the miui, 
d, the Bon of Siayphiu 



It do not rail upon me.— 
D you come to Kdly ? 
rom the Trojan toils, 
not at your paternal shore ? 
empests bore me here by force. 



The self-same a» 

Were you then i 
Following the Pi 
What land h thi 
^tna, the loftie 
And are there w 
Tliere are not- 
And trho posses 
Cyclops, who U' 
Obeying nhotn i 
Shepherds : no < 



350 THK CYCLOPS. 

How live they ? do they soiv the corn of Oeree ? 
, and on the flesh of sheep, 
n drink from the vine's 

a UDgracioua land. 



3 Strangers f — hospitable ? 
etest thing a stranger brings, 



hat 1 do they eat man's flesh ? 
who is not eaten up. 

ULTB8ES. 

-where ia he ? Not at home ? 
anting with his dogs. 



3^2 THE CTCLOPS. 

Hamn, tbe eoD of tbe God, gave it me. 

I a babj in m j arms, 
for joar dearer knowledge, 
ir is it in tbe ship ? 
mtains it, which 70a tee. 
II7 be a mouthAil tor me. 
u 70U OB draw from thence. 
Fountain, sweet to me. 



! of the nnmingled wine ? 



files the purchaser. 



THE CYCLOPS. 



Here is the cup, together with the skin. 



Pour : that the draught may fillip my rem 
brance. 



Papaiapxx ! what a sweet smell it has I 

You see it then ? — 

fiy Jove, no I but I sme 
Taste, that you may not praise it in words on 

BILEHDS. 

Babu ! Great Bacchus calls me forth to dani 
Joy ! joy '. 

Did it flow sweetly down your throat ? 

So that it tingled lo my very nails. 

And in addition I will give you gold. 
VOL. 111. 23 



THE CYCLOPS. 



Let gold alone ! only uolock the cask. 



>ut some cheeses n 



ill I do, despising any master. 

: me drink one cup, and I will give 

I the Gjclops feed upon their mountains. 



re taken Troy, and laid your hands on 
Helen? 

ULTSeBS. 

terly destroyed the race of Priam. 



inton wretch ! She was bewitched to see 
my-coloured anklets and the chain 
en gold which girt the neck of Paris, 
she left that good man Menelaus. 
Bhoald be no more women in the world 
;h as are reseiTed for me alone. — 
■.re are sheep, and here are goafa, Ulysses ; 
.re unsparing cheeses of pressed milk ; 
lem ; depart with what good speed ye may ; 



THE CrCLOPS. 

First leaving my reward, the Bacchic dew 
Of joy-inspiring grapes. 



Ah me ! Alas ! 
What shall we do ? the Cyclops is at hand ' 
Old man, we perish ! whither cau we fly ? 



Hide yonrselves quick within that hollow r 

ULTSBBH. 

Twere perilous to fly into the net 



The cavern has recesses numberless ; 
Hide youraelvea quick. 



That will I never di 
The mighty Troy would be indeed disgract 
If I should fly one man. How many timei 
Have I withstood with shield immovable, 
Ten thousand Phrygians ! — If I needs mus 
Tat will I die with glory ; — if I live, 
The praise w^hich I have gained will yet re 



What, ho 1 assistance, comrades, haste, assia 



THE CrCLOPS. 
r*, SiLBHDS, Ultbbsb; Cbobcs. 



tamull ? BacdiDB ia not here, 
es nor brazen castanets, 
young lambs in the cavern ? Hilking 
or plapng by their aides 7 And is 
sse pressed into the bullrush baskets? 
>eat some of jou till you rain tears — 
downwards, when I speak to yon. 



gape at Jupiter himself 
Orion and the stars. 



CTCLors. 
dinner fitly cooked and laid P 



' your throat is ready too. 



■Is full of milk besides ? 

SILXHDS. 

'O^rbrimming ; 
drink a tunfnl if you will. 

OTOLOrS. 

ailk, or cow'9 milk, or both miied ? — 



THF, CICLOPS. 



Both, either ; only pray dont't i 



By DO mem ^ 

What is this crowd I see beside th 
Outlaws or thieves ? for near my < 
I see my young lambs conpled two 
With willow banda ; mixed with □ 
Tbeir implements ; and this old fe 
Haa his bald bead broken with stri 



I have been beaten till I bum wit) 



By whom? Who laid his fist upo 



Those men, because I would not s 
To steal your goods- 



Did not the 
I am a God, sprung from the race 



I told them so, but tbey boro off j 
And ate the cheese in spile of all 
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And carried oat the lambs — and said, moreover, 
Tbev'd pin joa down with a tbree-cnbit collar, 
And pail your vitals out ibrongh joar one eye, , 
E with stripes; tben, binding 

ist into the abip's bold, 
on, a slave, to move 
■ fonnd a veatibale. 



ste, and place in order quickly 

I, and heap npon the hearth, 

eat f£^;ot of wood. — 

e slaughtered, thej shall liLl 

warm from tbe lire coals, 

ed within the bubbling caldron. 

tbe wild monntain game ; 

I have gorged enough, 

Y for the flesh of men. 



thing new is very pleasant 

■ ever, and of late 

B have approached our cave. 



ilain tale on the other side. 
ly food, came from our ship 
'hood of your cave, and here 
^ve us in exchange 



THE CrCLOPS. 



These lamt 
And all bj 
There is ni 
For slily h 



Cyclops, I 
By mighty 
Calypso ai 
The sacrec 
Be these £ 
My darliD] 
Gave any ( 
If I speak 
My cbildr< 



I saw him 

If I epeak 
But do nol 



You lie ! ; 
Than Bha 



c, whence have je tailedtO stnmgers ? 
? and what city nounghed ye ? 



thocan. — Having destroyed 
Troy, the tempests of the sea 
us OD thy land, Polypheme. 

CTCtOPl. 

m shared in the unenvied spoil 
Helen, near Scamander's stream ? 



tring endured a worul toil. 



edition 1 Sailed ye not 

a to Plirygia for one woman's sake ? 



rfs' work — no mortal was in fault. 

offspring of Ilie Ocean King ! 
e and admonish ihee with freedom, 
ist spare thy friends who risit thee, 
) impious food within thy jaws. 
jpths of Greece we have upreared 
hy great father, which are all 

The sacred bay of Tsenarus 
iolate, and each dim recess 
I on the Malean promontory. 
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And aery Sunium's silver-veined crag, 
Which divine Pallas keeps un profaned ever, 
The Gerastian asylumB, and wbate'er 
Within wide Greece our enterprise has kept 
From Phrygian contumely ; and in which 
You have a common care, for you inhabit 
The skirts of Grecian land, under the roots 
Of -ZEtna and its crags, spotted with fire. 
Turn then to converse under human laws ; 
Receive us shipwrecked suppliants, and provide 
Food, clothes, and fire, and hospitable gifts ; 
Nor, fixing upon oxen-piercing spits 
Our limbs, so fill your belly and your jaws. 
Priam's wide land has widowed Greece enough , 
And weapon-winged murder heaped together 
Enough of dead, and wives are husbandless. 
And ancient women and gray fathers wail 
Their childless age : — if you should roast the 

rest. 
And 'tis a bitter feast that you prepare, 
Where then would any turn ? Yet be per- 
suaded ; 
Forego the lust of your jaw-bone ; prefer 
Pious humanity to wicked will ; 
Many have bought too dear their evil joys. 

BILENUS. 

Let me advise you ; do not spare a morsel 
Of all his fiesh. If you should eat his tongue 
You would become most elpquent, O Cyclops. 



THE CYCLOPS. 



Wealtb, mj good fellow, is the wise ninn'a God ; 

All other things are a pretence and boast. 

"""-' '"'her'a ocean promontories, 

1 whereon he dwells, to me ? 
1 to scorn Jove's thunderbolt, 
iiig strength is more than mine, 
care not. — TVhen he pours 
, I have a close psTilion 
in which I lie supine, 
1st calf or some wild beast, 
]3 of milk, and gloriously 
under of high heaven, 
racian wind pours down thesnow, 
in the skins of beasts, 
i bid the snow whirl on. 
:^e, whether it will or no, 
'a?s, fattens my fiocks and herds, 
ther God but to myself 
dly, first of deities, 
id to sacrifice ? I well know 
nly Jnpiler is this, 
during his little day, 
' no care. And as for those 
with laws the life of man, 
ft tears for their reward. 
ly soul of its delight, 
ing upon you r — 
le quit of all demands, 
ipitable gitls ; — fierce fire 
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And yon ancestral caldron, whicli o'erbubbling 
Shall finely cook 

Creep in ! — 



Ay, ay ! I have 
I have escaped tl 
Under the cruel ; 
O Fallaa, mistrcs 
Now, now, assist 
Are these ; — I tol 
And thoa who inl 
Of the bright stai 
Upon this ontragi 
Otherwise be con 



For your gaping 
The ravine is rea 
The limbs of the 
There is boiled n 
from the c 
Tou may chop it, 
A hairy goat's sk 
Let me but escap 
The stream of yoi 



The Cyclops J 
He murde 



THE CICL0P3. 

Hiat lit OD hiH heartfa, 
ad« no avengers 
« from the earth. 
■ men before fhej are cold, 
them broiling from the coal, 
: caldron pulte tbem whole, 
heir flesh and gnaws tbeir bone 
sed teeth, till all be gone. 

rell, foul pavilion I 
■ewell, rilea of dread 1 
/jelops vermilion, 
lughler uncloying, 
IV feasts on the dead,' 
esb of strangers jojing I 



law nitbiu the cave 

; deeds to be feigned in words, 

d as being done. 



.hon the impious Poljphem 
rour loved companions now 

VI.TBIKS. 

be plumpest of the crowd, 
m in his hands. — 



THE CYCLOPS. 865 

ULTSSBS. 

Soon as we came into this craggy place, 

Kindling a fire, be cast on the broad beartb 

The knotty limbs of an enormous oak, 

Three wagon-loads at least, and then he strewed 

Upon the ground, beside the red fire light. 

His couch of pine leaves ; and he milked the cows, 

And pouring forth the white milk, filled a bowl 

Three cubits wide and four in depth, as much 

As would contain four amphorae, and bound it 

With ivy wreaths ; then placed upon the fire 

A brazen pot to boil, and make red hot 

The points^of spits, not sharpened with the sickle. 

But with a fruit-tree bough, and with the jaws 

Of axes for -^tnean slaughterings.* 

And when this God-abandoned cook of hell 

Had made all ready, he seized two of us, 

And killed them in a kind of measured manner ; 

For he fiung one against the brazen rivets 

Of the huge caldron, and seized the other 

By the foot's tendon, and knocked out his brains 

Upon the sharp edge of the craggy stone : 

Then peeled his fiesh with a great cooking knife, 

And put him down to roast. The other's limbs 

He chopped into the caldron to be boiled. 

And I, with the tears raining from my eyes. 

Stood near the Cyclops, ministering to him ; 

The rest, in the recesses of the cave, 

* I confess I do not understand this. — NoU of the Author, 



Clung to the rock like bats, bloodless with fear, 
with my companions' flesh, 
pon the ground, and sent 
tion fi-om his maw. 
;bt came to me. I fiUed 
and I offered him 
-" Chnd of the Ocean-God, 
the vines of Greece produce, 
the joy of Bacchus." 
B unnatural food, 
one draught drank it off, 
id, pnuaed me. — " Thon bast 

er a sweet meal, dear guest." 

at it pleased him, filled 

nowing that the wine 

oon and take a sure revenge. 

nated him, and I 

cup, until the drink 

Tiuts, and he sang aloud 

wailing fellow -seamen 

«nd the cavern rung. 

< that if you will 

y safety and your own. 

ire, or not, to fly 

>le man, and dwell, 

imong the Grecian nymphs, 

j-our beloved God ? 

it bin agrees lo it, 

overcome with wine. 



And caught as if with birdlime by the cup. 
He claps his wings and crows in di 
Ton whu are young escape wilh in 
Bacchus your ancient friend ; unEi 
To tliis rude Cyclops. 



O my deares 
That I could see that day, and lea^ 
The impious Cyclops. 



Listen then what a punishment 1 1 
For this fell monster, how secure a 
From your hard servitude. 



Oh sweete 
Than is the music of an Asian lyn 
Would be the news of Polypheme 



Delighted with the Bacchic drink, 
To call his brother Cyclops — who i 
A village upon .£tna not far off. 



I understand : catching him when t 
You think by some measure lo disj 
Or thrust him from the precipice. 
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Ono; 
Nothing of that kind ; toy device is subtle. 



I heard of old that thou n 



sauade him from this plan, b; saying 

unwise to give the Cyclopaes 

!ciouB drink, which if enjoyed alone 

nake life sweeter for a longer lime. 

uiquisbed bj the Bacchic power, he sleeps, 

1 a trunk of olive-wood within, [sword, 

point, liaving made sharp with this good 

inc«al in fire, and when I see 

;ht, will fix it, burning yet, 

the socket of the Cyclops' eye. 

It it out with fire — 'as when a man 

y its handle a great auger round, 

the frame- work of a ship with beams, 

I in the Cyclops' fiery eye 

und the brand, and dry the pupil up. 



Q mad with joy at your devi 



^n with you, my friends, and the old ra^tn. 
Dad the hollow depth of our black ship. 
V with double strokes from this dread shore. 



THE 

May I, Bs in Ubationa to a God, 
Share in the blinding him with th« 
I would have b( 



Doubtless ; the brand is a great br 



Ob 1 I would lift a hundred wagon 
If like a wasp's nest I could scoop 
Of the detested Cyclops. 

GLTSBKS. 

Silence 
Te know the close device— and wj 
Look ye obey the masters of the c: 
I will not save myself and leave bi 
My comrades in the cave : I mi^t 
Having got clear from that obscure 
But 'twere unjust to leave in jeopa 
Tbe dear compaoioos who sailed h 

OHOEDB. 

Come 1 who is first, that with hii 
Will arge down the burning bra 
Through the lids, and qnencb an 
The Cyclops' eye so fiery fierce 

BBKI-COOBCS I. Sang md, 
Listen I listen I he is coming, 
A moat hideous discord hummiD) 



THB CYCLOPS. 

9SS, airkward, yelling, 

icky dwelling ; 

e comic Bpell 

nteachable. 

: maat be blinded, 

e but minded. 

ide ctdorous 

hich sweet grapes weep, 

astening thus, 

hat aooibe to sleep, 

traced thy friend, 

without end, 

of yellow hwr, 
us leman fair, 

on a bed ! — 
ir is opened ? 



m full of wine, 
joy divine, 
feast overaated. 
's vessel freigbted 
dge, my crop 
;ullet's top. 
»w grass of spring 
I, thus wandering 
on tbe mountains, 
the wine's sweet fountains. 
O Blranger, bring I 
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CHORUS. 

One with eyes the fairest 
Cometh from his dwelling ; 
, Some one loves thee, rarest, 
Bright beyond my telling. 
In thy grace thou shinest 
Like some nymph divinest, 
In her caverns dewy ; — 
All delights pursue thee. 
Soon pied flowers, sweet-breathing. 
Shall thy head be wreathing. 

ULTSSES. 

Listen, Cyclops, for I am well skilled 
In Bacchus, whom I gave thee of to drink. 

CYCLOPS. 

What sort of God is Bacchus then accounted ? 

ULT8BBS. 

The greatest among men for joy of life* 

CYCLOPS. 

I gulpt him down with very great delight. 

ULYSSES. 

This is a Grod who never injures men. 

CYCLOPS. 

How does the God like living in a skin ? 



THE CYCLOPS. 



He is coiit«at wberever he ia put. 



Id not have their body to a skin. 



joj, what is hiB skia to joa ? 



skin, but love the wine within. 

now drink, and make jour spirit glad, 
ot share this liquoi' with mj brothers ? 
iirael^ and be more hononred so. 

OTOtOPB. 

9 useful, giving to my friends. 

mirUi breeds conteats, broUs, and blowa. 

0T<!U>M. 

1 drunk none shall lay bands on me. — 



A draoken man ia bett 

or 
He is a fool, who drini 

Dl 

But he ia wiae, who dr 

or 
What shall I do, Sitem 

Stay — for what need ha 



Indeed this place is clo 
With flowers and graai 



Tis sweet to drink. I 
Placing yooT might/ ei 



What do you put the c 
That no one here may 



THE CTCLOPS. 

CTCTiOPfl. 



Tbierieh one 1 
Irink ; — here place it in the midst. 
Btmnger, tell how art thoa called ? 



Jobody. What favour now 
■e to praise you at your hands ? 



'ou the last of your compam<mB. 

DI.VHII. 

ur gnest a fair reward, Cyclops. 

OTCLOPfl. 

this P Stealing the wine, you rogiie I 



ranger kissing me, becaase 
iautiful. 



Tou shall repent 
B coy wine that loves yoa noL 



^ou eud that I am fair. 
I only give me the cup fulL 
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SILENUS. 

How is it mixed ? Let me observe. 

CYCLOPS. 

Curse you ! 
Give it me so. 

SILENUS. 

Not till I see you wear 
That coronal, and taste the cup to you. 

CYCLOPS. 

Thou wily traitor I 

SILENUS. 

But the wine is sweet. 
Ay> you will roar if you are caught in drinking. 

CYCLOPS. 

See now, my lip is clean and all my beard. 

SILENUS. 

Now put your elbow right, and drink again. 
As you see me drink — * ♦ ♦ 

CYCLOPS. 

How now ? 

SILENUS. 

Ye Grods, what a delicious gulp I 

CYCLOPS. 

Guest, take it ; — ^you pour out the wine for me. 
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The wine is well accaslomed to my haod. 

OTCUMM. 

Pour ont the wine I 



I pour ; outf be BilenL 



OTOMFS. 

Elk to him who drinks. 



: off; leave not a dreg. 

r died wiA hia own draught ! 



]Bt be a sapient plant 



after a mighty feael, 

rsty maw, jou will sleep well ; 

B&cchus will dry you up. 



rce rise. What pure delight I 
irth appear to whirl about 
the throne of Jove 
regation of the Gods. 

empted me to kiss, 
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I would not, for the loveliest of them all 
I would not leave this Ganymede. 

SILBNITS. 

Polypheme, 
I am the Ganymede of Jupiter. 

CYCLOPS. 

By Jove you are ; I bore you off from Dardanus. 
Ultssss anc? the GeOBUS. 

ULYSSES. 

Come, boys of Bacchus, children of high race, 
This man within is folded up in sleep. 
And soon will vomit flesh from his fell maw ; 
The brand under the shed thrusts out its smoke, 
No preparation needs, but to bum out 
The monster's eye; — but bear yourselves like 
men. 

CHOBUS. 

We will have courage like the adamant rock. 
All things are ready for you here ; go in, 
Before our father shall perceive the noise. 

ULYSSES. 

Vulcan, ^tnean king ! bum out with fire 
The shining eye of this thy neighbouring monster I 
And thou, Sleep, nursling of gloomy night, 
Descend unmixed on this God-hated beast. 
And suffer not Ulysses and his comrades, 



A 



878 THB CYCLOPS. 

Retarning from their famous Trojan toils, 
To perish by this man, who cares not either 
For God or mortal ; or I needs must think 
That Chance is a supreme divinity, 
And things divine are subject to her power. 

CHOBUS. 

Soon a crab the throat will seize 
Of him who feeds upon his guest, 

Fire will burn his lamp-like eyes 
In revenge of such a feast ! 

A great oak stump now is lying 

In the ashes yet undying. 

Come, Maron, come I 
Raging let him fix the doom, 
Let him tear the eyelid up. 
Of the Cyclops — that his cup 

May be evil ! 
Oh, I long to dance and revel 
With ^weet Bromian, long desired, 
In loved ivy-wreaths attired ; 

Leaving this abandoned home — 

"Will the moment ever come ? 

ULYSSES. 

Be silent, ye wild things I Nay, hold your pence. 
And keep your lips quite close ; dare not to breathe, 
Or spit, or e'en wink, lest ye wake the monster, 
Until his eye be tortured out with fire. 
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CH0BU8* 

Nay, we are silent, and we chaw the air. 

VLTSSBS. 

Come now, and lend a hand to the great stake 
Within — ^it is delightfully red hot. 

CHORUS. 

You then command who first should seize the stake 
To bum the Cyclops' eye, that all may share 
In the great enterprise. 

SBUI-CHOBUS I. 

We are too few ; 
We cannot at this dist^ce from the door 
Thrust fire into his eye. 

SBUI-CHOBUS II. 

And we just now 
Have become lame ; cannot move hand or* foot. 

OHOBUB. 

The same thing has occurred to us ; — our ancles 
Are sprained with standing here, I know not how. 

TTLT88B8. 

What, sprained with standing still ? , 

0H0BU8* 

And there is dust 
Or ashes in our eyes, I know not whence. 
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ULTBSES. 

Cowardly dogs ! je will not aid me, then ? 

CHORUS. 

With pitying my own back and my back-bone. 

And with not wishing all my teeth knocked out ! 

This cowardice comes of itself — ^but stay, 

I know a famous Orphic incantation 

To make the brand stick of its own accord 

Into the skoU of this one-eyed son of Earth. 

ULTSSBS. 

Of old I knew ye thus by nature ; now 

I know ye better. — ^I will use the aid 

Of my own comrades — yet though weak of hand 

Speak cheerfully, that so ye may awaken 

The courage of my friends with your blithe words. 

CHOSUS. 

This I will do with peril of my life, 

And blind you with my exhortations, Cyclops. 

Hasten and thrust, 
And parch up to dust. 
The eye of the beast. 
Who feeds on his guest. 
Burn and blind 
The JEtnean hind ! 
Scoop and draw, 
But beware lest he claw 
Your limbs near his maw. 



THK CTCL0P9. 

Ab me I my eye-sight is pan 



What a Bweet peean I eing mi 



Ah me ! indeed, what woe h 
But, wretched nothings, thin 
Out of this rock ; I, standing 
Will bar the way, and catch 

CHOBDB. 

What are yon roaring out, C 



OEOBua. 
For you are wicked. 

OTCLOFS. 

And be 

OBOBBfl. 

What, did yon fall into the fi 

CTCMJFS. 

'Twas Nobody destroyed me 



Can be to blame. 



THE CICL0P8. 



I flay 'twas Nobody 



Wbf then, you are not blind I 



a blind aa I am. 



Nay, 
h&t DO one made you blind. 



1 where, I ask, is Nobody ? 
Cyclops • • • 



ranger ruined me ; — the wretch 
J wine, and then burnt out my eye, 
trong and hard to etru^le with, 
saped, or are they yet within ? 

OSORDS. 

ader the darkness of the rock, 



THE CrCLOPS. 



Close on yoai ri| 



You have tbem. 



I Ve crack'd my 



Not there, althoi 



THE CTCI.0F8. 



I am mocked I Thej jeer me in mj ills. 



here I be is a little there beyond yoa. 



groLOF*. 

lied wretch ! where are you ? 



Far from yoa 
p with care this body of Ulywea. 



oictMta. 
1 do yoa eay ? You proffer a new n 



Mher named me so ; and I have takeo 

1 revenge for your unnatural feast; 

uld have done ill to have burned down Tfoy, 

not revenged the murder of my comrades. 

croi.opB. 
u I the ancient oracle is accomplished ; 
d that I should have my eye-sight blinded 
ou coming from Troy, yet it foretold 
you should pay the penalty for this 
'andering long over the homeless sea> 

ttlTSBBB. 

thee weep— consider what I say, 
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I go towards the shore to drive my ship 
To mine own land, o*er the Sicilian wave. 

CYCLOPS. 

Not so, if whelming you with this huge stone 
I can crush you and all your men together : 
I will descend upon the shore, though blind. 
Groping my way adown the steep ravine. 

CHORUS. 

And we, the shipmates of Ulysses now, 
Will serve our Bacchus all our happy lives. 
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EFIGBAMS. 
PmiT OP PLATO. 

FBOM TBE QBBBK. 

Boarest thou above that tomb ? 

le and star-y-paven home 

tlbou? 

I of swift Plato's spirit, 

ren — Athens does inherit 

pe below. 



BOM THE GBEEK. 

IS about to hang bimseir, 

e, then threw away bis rope ; 

ling to recluin his pelf, 

ad and used it. So is Hope 

espur — one laid upon the shelf, 

Jier, Under heaven's high cope 

1 — all you endure and do 

much as you. 



TO STELLA. 



Thou wert the rooming slar among the '. 

Ere thy fair light had fled ; 
Now, having died, thou art as Hesperus, 

Hew splendour to the dead. 



FEOM PLATO. 

EissiNQ Helena, together 
With my kiss, m; soul beside it 
Came to my lips, and there I kept i 
For the poor thing had wandered tb 
To follow where the kiss should gui 
O, cruel I, to inlercept it 1 



SONNETS FROM THE GREEK OF MC 

Tdv £la T&v yXavniv Jrov ^veimc irpi/ia JJoUjr, ' 

1. 
When winds that move not its calm surfa 
The azure sea, I love the land no roore : 
The smiles of the serene and tranquil de 
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Tempt my unquiet mind. — Bat when the roar 
Of ocean's graj abyss resounds, and foam 
Gathers upon the sea, and vast waves burst, 
I turn from the drear aspect to the home 
Of earth and its deep woods, where, interspersed, 
When WITH Is blow loud, pines make sweet melody ; 
Whose house is some lone bark, whose toil the sea. 
Whose prey, the wandering fi.sh, an" evil lot 
Has chosen. — But I my languid limbs will flin^ 
Beneath the plane, where the brook's murmuring 
Moves the calm spirit but disturbs it not 



II. 

Pan loved his neighbour Echo^ but that child 
Of Earth and Air pined for the Satyr leaping ; 
The Satyr loved with wasting madness wild 
The bright nymph Lyda — and so the three went 

weeping. 
As Pan loved Echo, Echo loved the Satyr ; 
The Satyr, Lyda, — and thus love consumed 

them. — 
And thus to each — which was a woful matter — 
To bear what they inflicted, justice doomed them ; 
For, inasmuch as each might hate the lover, 
Each, loving, so was hated. — Ye that love not 
Be warned — in thought turn this example over, 
That, when ye love, the like return ye prove not. 



SONNET FEOM THE ITALIAN OP DAN] 

DANTE ALIOBIBRI TO GUIDO CAVALCAKTI. 

GviDO, J would that Lappo, ihou, and I, 
Led by some strong enchantment, might uscen 
A magic ship, whose cliarmed sails should fly 
With winda at will where'er our thoughts mi; 

wend. 
So that no change, nor any evil chance, 
Should mar our joyou8 voyage ; but it might t 
That even satiety should still enhance 
Between our hearts their strict community ; 
And that the bounteous wizard then would pla 
Vaona and Bice and my gentle love, 
Companions of our wandering, and would gra< 
With passionate talk, wherever we might rove 
Our time, and each were as content and free 
As I believe that thou and I should be 



MAQICO PRODIGIOSO OF CALDERON. 

'tvbiax a* a Studetd; Clabik and Hoacon at poor 

Sdialan, mdi bookt. 

CIFBUN. 

r the Bweet eolitude of thia calm place, 

his intricate wild wildemesB of trees 

nd flowers and undergrowth of odorous plants, 

eaveme; the books you brought out of the house 

me are ever best society. 

nd whilst with glorious festival and song 

ntioch now celebrates the consecration 

f a proud temple to great Jupiter, 

nd bears his image in loud jubilee 

its new shrine, I would consume what still 

ives of the dying day, in studious thought, 

arfrom the ihrongand turmoil. You, my friends, 

o and enjoy the festival ; it will 

e worth the labour, and retnrn for me 

rhen the sun seeks its grave among the billows, 

rhich among dim gray clouds on the horizon 

lance like while plumes upon a hearse ; — and here 

shall expect you. 
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I cannot bring my mind 
Great as my haste to see the festival 
Certainly ia, to leave you, Sir, without 
Just saying some three or four hundred words 
How is it possible that on a day 
Of such festivity, you can hring your mind 
To come forth to a solitary country 
With three or four old books, and turn your b 
On all this mirth ? 



My master 's in the right ; 
There is not any thing more tiresome 
Than a procession day, with troops of men. 
And dances, and all that 



From first to last, 
Clarin, you are a temporizing flatterer; 
You praise not what you feel, but what he does 
Toadeater ! 

You lie — onder a mistake — 
For this is the most civil sort of lie 
That can be given to a man's face. I now 
Say what I think. 



Enough, you foolish fellov 
Puffed up with your own doting ignorance. 



I 
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Toa always take the two sides of one question. 
Now go, and as I said, return for me 
When night falls, veiling in its shadows wide 
This glorious fabric of the universe. 

MOSCOW. 

How happens it, although you can maintain 
The folly of enjoying festivals, 
That yet you go there ? 

OLARIN. 

Nay, the consequence 
Is dear : — who ever did what he advises 
Others to do ? — 

XOSCON. 

Would that my feet were wings, 
So would I fly to Livia. [ExiL 

CLASIN. 

To speak truth, 
Livia is she who has surprised my heart ; 
But he is more than half way there. — Soho I 
Livia, I come ; good sport, Livia, soho ! [Exit 

OTPRIAN. 

Now since I am alone, let me examine 
The question which has long disturbed my mind 
With doubt, since first I read in Plinius. 
The words of mystic import and deep sense 
In which he defines Gk)d. My intellect 
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Can Gad no God with whom these marks and signa 

Fitly agree. It is a hidden truth 

Which I muBt fathom. \Rtadi. 

Enttr the Cbtii^ at a Jine Gtnlleman. 

Search even as thou w 
But thou shalt never find what I can hide. 



What noise is that amoog the boughs? W 

moves ? 
What art thou ?— 

D.S1IOII. 

"Tis a foreign gentleman. 
Even from this moroing I have lost mj vray 
In this wild place, and my poor horse, at last 
Quit« overcome, has stretched himself upon 
The enamelled lapeatry of this mossy mounttuo 
And feeds and rests at the same time. I was 
Upon my way to Aniioch upon business 
Of some importance, but wrapt up in cares 
(Who is exempt from this inheritance ?) 
I parted from my company, and lost 
My way, and lost my servants and my comradi 

CTFBim. 

'Tis singular, that, even within the sight 

Of the high towers of Antiocli, you could lose 



:ene3 from caldesok. 

Tall the avenues aod green paths 
■od there is not one but leads, 
!, to the walls of Antioch ; 
u will you cannot misa your road. 



lorance ! Erea in the sight 

t can draw do profit from it. 

g early, and as I 

LDtances in Antioch, 

)r there, I will even wait 

ing hours of the day, 

shall conquer it. I see, 

ress and by the books in which 

t and company, that you 

dent ; — for my part, I feel 

T with such pursuits. 



Have yon 



No ; — and yet 1 know enough 
y ignorant. 



Pray, Sir, 
lay you know ? — 
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Many. 

A! 



Much paina must we expend on one alone, 
And even then attain it not ; — but you 
Have the presumption U> assert that you 
Enow many without study. 



And with truth ; 
For, in the coantry whence I come, s 
Require no learning, — they are known. 



Oh, wo 
I were of that bright country 1 for in this 
The more we study, we the more discover 
Our ignorance. 

It is 80 true that I 
Had so much arrogance as to oppose 
Thechair of the most high Professorship, 
And obtained many votes, and though I lost. 
The attempt was still more glorious than the faili 
Could be dishonourable : if you believe not. 
Let us refer it to dispute respecting 
That which you know best, and although I 
Know not the opinion you mainlain, and thoug 
It be the true one, I will take the contrary. 



99 
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CYPRIAN. 

The offer gives me pleasure. I am now 
Debating with myself upon a passage 
Of Plinius, and my mind is racked with doubt 
To understand and know who is the God 
Of whom he speaks. 

D2BM0N. 

It is a passage, if 
I recollect it right, couched in these words : 
'^ Grod is one supreme goodness, one pure essence. 
One substance, and one sense, all sight, all hands.' 

OTPRIAN. 

'Tis true. 

DiBMOK. 

What difficulty find you here ? 

CYPRIAN. 

I do not recognize among the Gods 

The God defined by Plinius : if he must 

Be supreme goodness, even Jupiter 

Is not supremely good ; because we see 

His deeds are evil, and his attributes 

Tainted with mortal weakness. In what maimer 

Can supreme goodness be consistent with 

The passions of humanity ? 

D.SMON. 

The wisdom 
Of the old world masked with the names of Gods 
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The attributes of Nature and of Man ; 
A sort of popular philosophy. 

CYPRIAN. 

This reply will not satisfy me, for 

Such awe is due to the high name of Grod, 

That ill should never be imputed. Then, 

Examining the question with more care, 

It follows, that the gods should always will 

That which is best, were they supremely good. 

How then does one will one thing — one another ? 

And you may not say that I allege 

Poetical or philosophic learning : — 

Consider the ambiguous responses 

Of their oracular statues ; from two •shrines 

Two armies shall obtain the assurance of 

One victory. Is it not indisputable 

That two contending wills can never lead 

To the same end ? And, being opposite. 

If one be good is not the other evil ? 

Evil in God is inconceivable ; 

But supreme goodness fails among the gods 

Without their union. 

I deny your major. 
These responses are means towards some end 
Unfathomed by our intellectual beam. 
They are the work of providence, and more 
The battle's loss may profit those who lose, 
Than victory advantage those who win. . 
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OTPRIAN. 

That I admit, and yet that God should not 
(Falsehood is incompatible with deity) 
Assure the victory, it would be enough 
To have permitted the defeat ; if God 
Be all sight, — God, who beheld the truth, 
Would not have given assurance of an end 
Never to be accomplished ; thus, although 
The Deity may according to his attributes 
Be well distinguished into persons, yet, 
Even in the minutest circumstance, 
His essence must be one. 

D^MON. 

To attain the end. 
The affections of the actors in the scene 
Must have been thus influenced by his voice^ 

CYPRIAN. 

But for a purpose thus subordinate 

He might have employed genii, good or evil,- 

A sort of spirits called so by the learned. 

Who roam about inspiring good or evil. 

And from whose influence and existence we 

May well infer our immortality : — 

Thus God might easily, without descending 

To a gross falsehood in his proper person, 

Have moved the affections by this mediation 

To the just point. 
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These trifling contrad 
Do not suffice to impugn the unity 
Of the high gods ; in things of great imp 
They still appear unanimous ; consider 
That glorious fabric — man, his workr 
Is stamped with one conception. 



Who ma 
Must have, melhinks, the advantage of thu 
If they are equal, might they not Lave ria 
In opposition to the work, and being 
All baifds, according to our author here. 
Have still destroyed even as the other 
If equal in their power, and only unequal 
In opportuoity, which of the two 
Will remwn conqueror? 




And false hypothesis, there can be built 
No argument. Say, what do you infer 
From this ? 



That there must be a mighty 
Of supreme goodness and of highest graceB 
All sight, alt hands, all truth, infallible, 
Wiihout an equal and without » rival ; 
Tlie cause of all things and the eflfeci uf H' 
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w ntiP will, one substance, and one t 

enons, one or two, 

be distinguished, one 

oe solitary essence, 

use. [TI,B,n 

How can I impugn 



Do you regret 



but regrets a check 
t could lejiy 
:ullies, but will now 
iteps of men approacliir 
I should now pursue 



' all thought but of 
t beauty ; and as I 
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Have power given me to wag 
Against Justina's soul, I will 
From one effect two vengeam 



Mel a more teamed person. 
Revolve this doubt again will 



Eiiltr Lblio and ] 



Here stop. Those toppling 

bouglis, 
Impenetrable by the noonday 
Shall be aole witnesses of wh 



If there were worda, here is t 

Thou needest not instruct me 
That in the field the silent toi 
Speaks thus. 



Ha 1 what is tt 

Be it enough that Cyprian sti 
Although unarmed. 
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Whence comest thou, to eland 

d my vengeance ? 



From what rocks 



<r MoaaoM and Cc^bik. 

MOSOOH. — ■ 

fhere we left my maste 
a\i of swords. 



1 things of this sort, but odIj' 
Sir! Cyprian! sirl 



3 1 What ! two friends who are 

ae the eyes and hope of Antiocb ; 

: men of the Colaiti, 

r the Governor, adventure 

on some slight cause no doubt, 

onour of their country? 



Cyprian, 
;h respect towards your person 
word suspended, thou canst not 
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Restore it to ihe slumber of Jls scalibard. 
Thou knowest more of science llian the duel ; 
For when two men of honour take the field, 
Mo counsel nor respect can make ibem ft 
But one must die in the pursuit. 



I pray 
That you depart hence with your people, 
Leave us to finish what we have begun 
Without advantage. 



Though you may im 
That I know little of the laws of duel, 
Which vanity and valour instituted, 
Tou are in error. By my birth I am 
Held no less than yourselves to know the 
Of honour and of infamy, nor has study 
Quenched the free spirit which first ordere 
And thus to me, as to one well experienc 
In the fulse quicksands of the sea of hoDt 
You may refer the merits of the case ; 
And if I should perceive in your relaiion 
That either lias the right to satisfaction 
From the other, I give you my word of h 
To leave you. 

Under this condition thea 
I will relate the cause, and you will cede 
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tl confesd th' impossibility 
i i for the same lad j 'n 
oro and myself. 



It seems 
lat the light of day should look 
. of my heart — but he — 
;ht, according to thy word. 



estion further : is the lady 
[lope or not ? 



Rheis 
hat if the light of day 
Floro's jealousy, it were 
ause, for even the light of day 
ue on her. 

Would you for your 



Such is my confidence. 
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0, would that I could tifl 
So high ! for though she is extreme!; 
Her virtue is her dowry. 



And if yo 
Would marry her, is it not weak ant 
Culpable and unworthy, thus beforel 
To slur her honour? What would t 
If one should slay the other, and if e 
Should afterwards espouse the murd 

[ The rivali agree to rtfer Ihtir guarrd to 
in coiofquenci visils JuSTlJ'A, and ieo 
of lia-; ihe dadains hiia, and lie retire* i 



O memory ! permit it not 
That the tyrant of my thought 
Be another bouI that etill 
Holds dominion o'er ihe will ; 
That would refuse, but can no t 
To bend, to tremble, and adore. 
Vain idolatry 1 — I saw, 
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And gazing became blind with error ; 

Weak ambition, which the awe 

Of her presence bound to terror ! 

So beautiful she was — and I, 

Between my love and jealousy, 

Am so convulsed with hope and fear, 

Unworthy as it may appear ; — 

So bitter is the life I live, 

That, hear me. Hell ! I now would give 

To thy most detested spirit 

My soul, for ever to inherit. 

To suffer punishment and pine. 

So this woman may be mine. 

Hear'st thou, Hell I dost thou reject it ? 

My soul is offered ! 

DJEMON {unseen.) 

I accept it. 

[Tempest f with thunder and lightning. 

OTPBIAN. 

What is this ! ye heavens, for ever pure, 
At once intensely radiant and obscure ! 

Athwart the ethereal halls 
The lightning's arrow and the thunder-balls 

The day affright. 

As from the horizon round, 

Burst with earthquake sound. 
In mighty torrents the electric fountains ; — 
Clouds quench the sun, and thunder smoke 
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Strangles tbe air, and fire eclipses heaven. 
Philosophy, thou canst noi even 
Compel their causes unJernealti thy yoke, 
From yohder clouds ei'en lo the wnves below 
The fi-agments of a single ruin choke 

Imagination's flight ; 
For, on flakes of surge, like feathera light, 
The ashes of the desolation cast 

Upon the gloomy blast, 
Tell of tbe footsteps of the storm. 
And nearer see the melancholy form 
Of a great ship, the outcast of the sea, 

Drives miserably ! 
And it must fly the pity of tbe port, 
Or perish, aniJ its last and sole resort 
Is its own n^ing enemy. 
The terror of the thrilling cry 
Was a fatal prophecy 
Of coming death, who hovers now 
Upon that shattered prow. 
That they who die not may be dying still. 
And not alone the insane elements 
Are populous with wild portents. 
But that sad ship is as a miracle 
Of sudden ruin, for it drives so fast 
It seems as if it had arrayed its form 
With the headlong storm. 
It strikes — I almost feel tbe shock, — 
It stumbles on a jagged rock, — 
Sparkles of blood on the white foam are cast 






mi 
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A ttmpal — All exdaim mlhin. 
We are all lost ! 

Now from this plank will t 
to the land, and thuB fulfil mj scheme- 



contempt of the elemental rage 
in comes forth in safety, while the ship's 
t form is in a watery eclipse 
erated from the Ocean's page, 
round its wreck the huge sea-monsters sit, 
rrid conclave, and the whistling ware 
iped over its carcase, like a grave. 

27tc DxMOH mtet as neaped Jrom lie wo. 

IS essential to my purposes 

ake a tumult on the sapphire ocean, 

in this unknown form I might at length 
I out the blot of the disconi£ture 
lined upon the mouulain, and assail 

s new war the soul of Cyprian, 
ing the instruments of his destruction 
I from his love and from his wisdom. — O 
red earth, dear mother, in thy bosom 
k a refuge from the monster who 
ipitates itself upon me. 
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Collect thyself ! and be the memory 
Of thy late suffering, and iby greatest sor 
I!ut aa a shadow of the past, — for nothing 
Beneath the circle of the moon but dows 
And changes, and can never know repose 



And who art thou, before whose feet mj ; 

Has prostrated me ? 



One who, moved v 
Would soothe its stings. 



Oh ! that CI 
No solace can my lasting si 



Wherefore ? 

Because my happiness is los 
Yet I lament what has long ceased to be 
The object of desire or memory 
And my life is not life. 



Now, since the 
Of this earthquaking hurricane is still, 
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d the ciyelalline heaven has reassumed 
windless calm so quickly, that it seems 
if its heavy wrath had been awakened 
\y to overwhelm that vessel, — speak, 
10 art thou, and wheoce comest thou ? 



Far mor« 
coming hither cost tbao thou hast seen, 
I can tell. Amoog mj misadveDtures 
is shipwreck is the least. Wilt thou hear? 

Speak. 

ice thou desirest, I will then unveil 
self to thee ; — for in myself I am 
world of happiness and misery ; 
is I have lost, and that I must lament 
r ever. In my attributes I stood 
high and so heroicnllj great, 
lineage so supreme, and with a genius 
licli penetrated with a glance the world 
neath my feet, that won by my high merit 
ling — whom I may call the King of kings, 
cause all others tremble in their pride 
fore the terrors of his countenance, 
his high palace roofed with brightest gems 
living light — call them the stars of Heaven — 
med me his counsellor. But the high praise 
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Stung me w!tb pride and envy, and I rose 
In mighty competition, lo ascend 
His seat, and place my foot triumphantly 
Upon his subject thrones. Chastised, I know 
The depth to which ainbition Tails ; too mad 
Was the attempt, and yet more mad were nov 
Repentance of the irrevocable deed : — 
Therefore I chose tbia ruin with the glory 
Of not to be subdued, before the shame 
Of recoaciling me with him who reigns 
By coward cession, — Nne was I alone, 
Nor am I now, nor shall I be alone ; 
And there was hope, and there may still be h 
For many suffrages among his vassals 
Hailed roe their lord and king, and many stil] 
Are mine, and many more perchance shall be 
Thus vanquished, though in fact victorious, 
I left his seat of empire, from mine eye 
Shooting forth poisonous lightning, while my w 
With inauspicious thunderings shook heaven. 
Proclaiming vengeance, public as my wrong. 
And imprecating on his prostrate slaves 
Rapine, and death, and outrage. Then I sail 
Over the mighty fabric of the world, 
A pirate ambushed in its pathless sands, 
A lynx crouched watchfully among its caves 
And craggy shores ; and I have wandered ov 
The expanse of these wide wildernesses 
In this great ship, whose bulk is now dissolv< 
In the light breathing of the invisible wind. 
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And which the sea has made a dustless ruin, 
Seeking ever a mountain throuo^h whose forests 
I seek a man, whom I must now compel 
To keep his word with me. I came arrayed 
I n tempest, and, although m j power could well 
Bridle the forest winds in their career, 
For other causes I forbore to soothe 
Their fury to Favonian gentleness ; 
I could and would not : (thus I wake in him [Aside 
A love of magic art.) Let not this tempest, 
Nor the succeeding calm excite thy wonder ; 
For by my art the sun ^^ould turn as pale 
As his weak sister with unwonted fear ; 
And in my wisdom are the orbs of Heaven 
Written as in a record. I have pierced 
The flaming circles of their wondrous spheres. 
And know them as thou knowest every corner 
Of this dim spot. Let it not seem to thee 
That I boast vainly ; wouldst thou that I work 
A charm over this waste and savage wood, 
This Babylon of crags and aged trees. 
Filling its leafy coverts with a horror 
Thrilling and strange ? I am the friendless ;ru(*st 
Of these wild oaks and pineji — and as from ihee 
I have received the hospitality 
Of this rude place, I offer thee the fruit 
Of j'ears of toil in recompense ; whatc'er 
Thy wildest dream presented to thy thought 
As object of desire, that shall be thine. 
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And thenceforth shall so firm aa amity 
'Twist tliou and me be, that neither Fortm ~ 
The monstrous phantom which pursues sac 
That careful miser, thai free prodigal, 
Who ever alternates with changeful hand 
£\'il and good, reproach and fame; nor Tii 
That loadstar of the ages, to whose beam 
The winged years speed o'er (be intervals 
Of their unequal revolutions ; nor 
Heaven itself, whose beautiful bright etais 
Rule and adofn the world, can ever make 
The least division betwe^ thee and me, 
Since now 1 find a refuge in thy favour. 
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The Djemon tempU Jcbtiha, tois u a CiritUa 

Abyss of Hell ! I call on thee, 

Thou wild misrule of thine own anarchy! 

From thy prison-house set free 

The spirits of voluptuous death. 

That with their mighty breath 

Tbey may destroy a world of virgin thougli 

Let her chaste mind with fancies thick as it 

Be peopled from thy shadowy deep, 

Till her guiltless phantasy 
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il[ to overflowing be ! 

nd, with gwi»-lest harmunj', [move 

!t birtl^ and flowers, and leaves, and all things 

> love, only to love. 

A notliing meet her eyes 

It Bigna of Love's soft victories ; 

!t nothing meet her ear 

It sounds of Love'a sweet sorrow; 

I that from faith no succour may she borrow, 

It, guided by my spirit blind 

[id in a magic snare entwined, , 

le may now seek Cyprian. 

!gin, while I in alienee bind 

y voice, when thy sweet song thou hast begun. 



"hat is the glory far above 
.1 else in human life ? 



Love ! love ! 

[ Wkilt Iheae words are lujig, the UxKOH goes a 
one door, and Jubtina enters at amlheT. 

There is no form in which the fire 

Of love its traces has impressed not. 
Man lives far more in love's desire 
Than by life's breath soon possessed not. 
If all that lives must love or die. 
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All shapes on earih, or sea, or sky, 
With one consenl to Heaven crj 
That the glory far above 
All else in life in — 



Love ! love ! 



Thou melancholy thought, which art 
So flutteriog and ea sweet, to thee 
When did I give thee libei'ty 
Thus to afflict my heart ? 
What is the cause of this new power 
Which doth my fevered being move, 
Momently raging more and more ? 
What subtle pain is kindled now 
Which from my heart doth overflow 
Into my seuses ? — 



Love, love ! 



Tis that enamoured nightingale 
Who gives me the reply ; 
He ever tella the same soft talc 
Of passion and of conslancy 
To his mate, who, rapt and fond, 
Listening sits, a bough beyond. 
Be silent, Nightingale ! — No more 
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Make me think, in hearing thee 

Thus lenderlj thy love deplore, 

If a bird can feel his so, 

What a man would feel for me. 

And, Yoloptnons vine, O thou 

Who seekest most when least pursuing, — 

To the trunk thou interlacest 

Art the verdure which embracest, 

And the weight which is its ruin, — 

No more, with green embraces, vine, 

Make me think on what thou lovest, — 

For whilst thou thus thy boughs entwine, 

I fear lest thou shouldst teach me, sophist. 

How arms might be entangled too. 

Light-enchanted sunflower, thou 
Who gazest ever true and tender 
On the sun's revolving splendour, 
Follow not his faithless glance 
With thy faded countenance. 
Nor teach my beating heart to fear. 
If leaves can mourn without a tear, 
How eyes must weep ! Nightingale, 
Cease from thy enamoured tale, — 
Leafy vine, unwreath thy bower, 
Restless sunflower, cease to move, — 
Or tell me all, what poisonous power 
Ye use against me. — 

ALL. 

Love! love I love I 
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JUBTINA. 

It cannot be ! Whom have I ever loved ? 
Trophies of my oblivion and disdain, 
Floro and Lelio did I nol reject ? 
And Cyprian ? — 

She becomet troubled at the name of Cipua 
Did I not requite him 
With such severity, that he has fled 
Where none has ever heard of him agaia?— 
Alas I I now begin to fear that this 
May be the occasion whence desire grows bold, 
As if there were no danger. From the momen 
That I pronounced to my own listening heart, 
Cyprian is absent, miserable me I 
I know not what I feel ! [More calm 

It must be pity 
To think that such a man, whom all the world 
Admired, should be forgot by all the world, 
And I the cause. \She again becomei (niuUi 

And jet if it were pity, 
Floro and Lelio might have equal share. 
For they are both imprisoned for my sake. 

[Calm 
Alas ! what reasonings are these ? It is 
Enough I pity him, and that, in vain, 
Without this ceremonious subtlety. 
And woe is me ! I know not where to find hi 

now, 
Even should I seek him through this wide worl 
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Enter D^mon. 

DiEMON. 

Follow, and I will lead thee where he is. 

JUSTINA. 

And who art thou, who hast found entrance hither. 
Into my chamber through the doors and locks ? 
Art thoQ a monstrous shadow which my madness 
Has formed in the idle air ? 

DAMON. 

No. I am one 
Called by the thought which tyrannizes thee 
From his eternal dwelling ; who this day 
Is pledged to bear thee unto Cyprian. 

JUSTINA. 

So shall thy promise fail. This agony 
Of passion which afflicts my heart and soul 
May sweep imagination in its storm ; 
The will is firm. 

DJSMON 

Already half is done 
In the imagination of an act 
The sin incurred, the pleasure then remains ; 
Let not the will stop half way on the road. 

JUSTIKA. 

I will not be discouraged, nor despair, 
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Although I thought it, and although 'tia true 
That thought 13 but a prelude to the deed; — 
Thought is not in my power, hut action ia : 
I will DOt move my foot to foHow thee. 



But a far mightier wisdom than thine own 
Exerts itself within thee, with such power 
Compelling thee lo that which it inclinea 
That it shall force thy step ; how wilt thbu the. 
Resist, Justina P * 

By my free-vilL 



Must force thy will. 

It is invincihle ; 
It were not free if thou hadst power upon it. 

[He draat, but eannat movt A> 

Cume, where a pleasure waits thee. 

It were bong 
Too dear. 
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Twill soothe thy heart to sorteat peace. 

td captivity. 

'Tis joy, 'tis glory. 

De, 'tis torment, 'tis despair. 

But how 
ou defend thyself from that or me, 
)wer drags thee onward ? 



My defence 
in God. 

1 lojbnx ho', and ai Uut r^eaiet Aer. 



Woman, thou hast subdued me, 

not owning thyself subdued, 
e thou thus findest defence in God, 
eume a feigned form, and thus 
ee a victim of my baffled rage. 
ill mask a spirit in thy form 
1 betray thy name to infamy, 
bly shall I triumph in thy loss, 

dishonouring thee, and then by turning 



SCENE 3 FBOU CALDEBON. 



I 

Appeal to Heaven against thee ! so that Hea 
May scatter tliy delusions, and the blot 
Upon my fame vanish in idle thought, 
Even as flame dies in the envious air. 
And ad the flon'ret wanes at morning froat, 

And thou shouldst never But, alas I to wl 

Do I still speak P — Did not a man but now 
Stand here before me? — No, I am alone, 
And yet I saw him. la he gone so quickly? 
Or can the heated mind engender shapes 
From its own fear? Some terrible and atran 
Peril is Dear. Lisander 1 father I lord ! 
livia!— 

Enter IfiOjuinBa and Litia. 



O my daughter ; what? 



Saw you 
A man go forth from my apartment now P— 
I scarce sustain myself ! 

UBANDBR. 

A matt here ] 



Have you not seen him ? 



SCENES FBOU CALDERON. 



Tia impossible ; the doora 
to this apartment were ail locked. 

ii was Moscon irbom she saw, 
ls locked Dp in my room. 



It must 
a fame imt^ of thy phantasy, 
ancholy as tboa feedest is 
fonning such id the vain Mr 
i motes and atoms of the day. 

V 's in the right. 



Oh, would it were 
! bat I fear some greater ill. 

if out of my bleeding bosom 

was torn in fragments ; ay, 
rtal spell is wrought against my frame ; 

was the charm, that haA not God 
my humble innocence from wron^, 
have sought my sorrow and my shame 
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With willing steps. — Livia, quick, bring mj cla 
For I must seek refuge from these extremes 
Even in the temple of liie highest God 
Which secretly the faithful worship. 

Here. 

JUailK* {putting oa litr doat.) 

In this, as in a shroud of snow, may I 
Quench the consuming fire in which I burn. 
Wasting away ! 



And I will go with thee. 



When I once see them safe out of the house, 
I shall breathe freely. 



So do I confide 
In thy just &vour, Heaven I 



Let us go. 



Thine is the cause, great God ! Turn, for my s 
And for thine own, mercifully to mel 



SCENES 
THE FAUST OF QOETHB. 
OLOGUE IN HKATBH. 
OKS cmd tie Hon of Bacmai. 



ked music as of old 
rival spheres of Heaven, 
^liaed circle rolled 
ider Gpeed : the Angels eveo 
tb from gaziag oa iu glance, 
we iU meaning fathom may ;— 
nn withered countenance 
IS at creation's daj. 



id Bwifl, with rapid lightness, 
led Earth spins silently, 
Elysian brightness 
I and dreadful night ; the sea 
oad billows &om the deep 
rocks ; and rocks and ocean, 
h spheres which never sleep, 
ed in eternal motion. 
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MICHAEL. 

Atid tempests in contention roar 

From land to sea, from sea to land ; 
And, raging, weave a chain of power 

Which girds the earth as with a band. 
A flashing desolation there 

Flames before the thunder's way ; 
But thy servants. Lord, revere 

The gentle changes of thy day. 

CHORUS OV THB THRBB. 

The Angels draw strength from thy glance, 
Though no one comprehend thee may : — 

Thy world's unwithered countenance 
Is bright as on creation's day.* 

The Still sounds, according to ancient custom, 

In the song of emulation of his brother-spheres, 

And its fore-written circle 

Fulfils with a step of thunder. 

Its countenance gives the Angels strength, 

Though no one can fathom it. 

The mcredible high works 

Are excellent as at the first day. 

UABRIRL. 

And swift, and inconceivably swift 
The adornment of earth winds itself round, 
And exchanges Paradise-clearness 
With deep dreadful night. 
The sea foams in broad waves 
From its deep bottom up to the rocks, 
And rocks and sea are torn on together 
In the eternal swift course of the spheres. 
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Ewier Kkphistophelbs. 

mPHISTOPHBLBS . 

As thou, O Lord, once more art kind enough 
To interest thjself in oar affairs — 

And ft^ *^ How goes it with you there below ? '' | 

And as indolgentlj at other times I 

Tboa tookedst not mj visits in ill part, 
Tboa seest me here once more among thj house- 
hold. 
TVw^ I should scandalize this company. 
Toa wiU excuse me if I do not talk 
la the high stjle which thej think fashionable ; 

mCBAXL. 

And ttanBA rottr in emalatioii 
F^on Ma to kiftd finom land to sea, 
Aad make, lai^ing, a chain 
Of dMpast operatxn round about. 
Thwe ftamtts a flashing destraotion 
B«for9 Ihtt path of the thunderbolt 
Bat thj serrants, Lord, revere 
TIm gentle alternations of thy day. 

CHoaus. 

Thx ooantenance gives the Angels strength, 
Though none can comprehend thee: 
And all thy lofty works 
Are excellent as at the first day. 

SuQh b tiie literal translation of this astonishing Chorus ; 
il is io^possible to represent in another language the melody 
cf the Tersiflcation; even the volatile strength and delicacy 
of the ideas escape in the crucible of translation, and the 
reader h surprised to find a caput mortuum. — Author's Note, 
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My pathos certaiDly would make you laugh too. 

Had you not long aince given over laughing 
Noiliing know I to say of suns and worlds ; 
I observe only how men plague themselves 
The little god o' the world keeps the same & 
As wonderful as on creation's day : — 
A little better would he live, faadst thou 
Not given him a glimpse of Heaven's light 
Which he calls reason, and employs it only 
To live more beastily than any beast. 
With reverence to your Lordahip be it spok 
He 's like one of those long-legged grasshop 
Who flits and jumps about, and sings for evi 
The same old song i' the grass. There let hi 
Burying hb nose in every heap of dung. 



Have you no more to say ? Do you come he 
Always to scold, and cavil, and complain? 
Seems aothing ever right to you on earth ? 



No, Lord i I find all there, as ever, bad at b 
Even I am sorry for man's days of sorrow ; 
I could myself almost give up the pleasure 
Of plaguing the poor things. 

Knowest thou F 
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THB LORD. 

Ay ; mj servant Faust. 

XBPHISTOrBSLBS. 

In truth 
He serves 70a in a fisishion quite his own, 
And the fool's meat and drink are not of earth ; 
His aspirations hear him on so far 
That he is half aware of his own folly, 
For he demands from Heaven its fairest star, 
And from the earth the highest joy it bears ; 
Yet all things fiir, and all things near, are vain 
To calm the deep emotions of his breast. 

THS LORD. 

Though he now serves me in a cloud of error, 
I will soon lead him forth to the clear day. 
Wlto trees look green, full well the gardener 

knows 
That fruits and blooms will deck the coming year. 

MSPHISTOPHBLBS. 

What will you bet ? — ^now I am sure of winning — 
Only observe you give me full permission 
To lead him sofUy on my path. 

THB LORD. 

As long 
As he shall live upon the earth, so long 
Is nothing unto thee forbidden. — Man 
Most err till he has ceased to struggle. 



SCENES FROM FAIT3T. 



Thanks. 
And tbat is all I ask ; for williogly 
I never make acquaiotance nidi the dead. 
The full fresh cheeks of youth are food for me 
And if a corpse knocks, I am not at home. 
For I am like a cat — I like to play 
A little with the mouse before I eat it. 



Well, well, it is permitted thee. Draw thou 
Hia spirit from its springs ; as thou find'st pow 
Seize him and lead him on thy downward pat! 
And sbuid ashamed when &ilure teaches ihee 
That a good man, even io his darkest longings. 
Is well aware of the right way. 



Well and good 
I am not in much doubt about jny bet, 
And, if I lose, then 'tis your lum to crow j 
Enjoy your triumph then with a full breast. 
Ay ; dust shall he devour, and that with pleaati 
Like my old paramour, the famous Snake. 



Pray come here when it suits you ; for I neve 
Had much dislike for people of your sort. 
And, among all the Spirits 'who rebelled. 
The knave was ever the least tedious to me. 
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The active spirit of man soon sleeps, and soon 
He seeks unbroken quiet ; therefore I 
E[ave given him the Devil for a companion, 
Who may provoke him to some sort of work. 
And must create for ever. — But ye, pure 
Children of Grod, enjoy eternal beauty ; — 
Let that which ever operates and lives 
Clasp you within the limits of its love ; 
And seize with sweet and melancholy thoughts 
The floating phantoms of its loveliness. 

[Heaven closes; the Archangels exettnt. 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

From time to time I visit ^tfie old fellow, 
And I take care to keep on good terms with him. 
Civil enough is this same God Almighty, 
To talk 80 freely with the Devil himself. 



SCENE. 



MAT-DAT ^GHT. 



The Hartz Mountain, a desolate Country. 

Faust, Mephistophslbs. 

mbphistophelbs. 
Would you not like a broomstick ? As for me 
I wish I had a good stout ram to ride ; 
For we are still far from th' appointed place. 
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PAU8T. 

This knotted staff is help enough for me, 

Whilst 1 feel fresh upon mj legs. What good 

Is there in making short a pleasant way ? 

To creep along the labyrinths of the vales, 

And climb those rocks, where ever-babbling springs 

Precipitate themselves in waterfalls, 

In the true sport that seasons such a path. 

Already Spring kindles the birchen spray, 

And the hoar pines already feel her breath : 

Shall she not work also within our limbs ? 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Nothing of such an influence do I feel. 
My body is all wintry, and I wish 
The flowers upon our path were frost and snow. 
But see, how melancholy rises now, 
Dimly uplifting her belated beam, 
The blank unwelcome round of the red moon. 
And gives so bad a light, that every step 
One stumbles 'gainst some crag. With your per- 
mission 
I '11 call an Ignis-fatuus to our aid : 
I see one yonder burning jollily. 
Halloo, my friend ! may I request that you 
Would favour us with your bright company ? 
Why should you blaze away there to no purpose ? 
Pray be so good as light us up this way. 

lONIS-FATUUS. 

With reverence be it spoken, I will try 
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he lightness of my nature ; 
lU know, is generally zig-zn< 



worship thinks you have to deal 
!o straight on in the Devil's name, 


your flickering life out. 




he master of the house ; 


Well, 


xiate myself to yon. 
that to-night this mounta 
d, and if Jack-a-lantern 


[own, 


way, though you should 

to be too exact with hitr 


miss your 


roPBBLBS, andlonis-FATDui 

Chona. 


\i«aUeninU 



f the sphere of dream, 

ds of true and false, are finst. 

thou wandering Gleam, 

inward, far and fast, 

de, the desert waste. 

r swift advance and shift 

f din, rocks bend and lift 
vning foreheads as we go< 
-snouted crags, ho I ho ! 
snort, and how they blow I 

he mossy sods and stonos. 
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Stream and streamlet hurry down, 
A rushing throng ! A sound of song 
Beneath the vault of Heaven is blown ! 
Sweet notes of love, the speaking tones 
Of this bright day, sent down to say 
That Paradise on Earth is known, 
Resound around, beneath, above ; 
All we hope and all we love 
Finds a voice in this blithe strain, 
Which wakens hill and wood and rill. 
And vibrates far o*er field and vAle, 
And which Echo, like the tale 
Of old times, repeats again. 
To-whoo ! to-whoo ! near, nearer now 
The sound of song, the rushing throng I 
Are the screech, the lapwing, and the jay, 
All awake as if 'twere day ? 
See, with long legs and belly wide, 
A salamander in the brake I 
Every root is like a snake. 
And along the loose hill side, 
With strange contortions through the night. 
Curls, to seize or to affright ; 
And animated, strong, and many, 
They dart forth polypus-antennae, 
To blister with their poison spume 
The wandener. Through the dazzling gloom 
The many-coloured mice that thread 
The dewy turf beneath our tread. 
In troops each other's motions cross, 
VOL. III. 28 






*h 



SCENES FKO^ P&UST. 

Ugh the beatb and through the moss ; 
in legions inlertangled, 
Sre-fliea flit, and swarm, and throng, 
ill the mouDtain depths are spangled. 



rae, shall we go or stay ? 
we onward? Come along! 
y thing around is swept 
ard, onward, far away ! 
i and masses intercept 
iigbl, and wisps on every side 
luded up aud multiplied. 



'ously seize my skirt, and gain 
icle of isolated crag. 
:)bserve with wonder from this point 
imon glows among the n 



Ay— 
;ely through the solid depth below 
loly light, like the red dawn. 
Da the lowest gorge of the abyss 
ins, lighting liitherward ; there, rise 
^moke ; here, clouds float gently by 
light burns soft as the enkindled air. 
mioed dust of golden flowers ; 
t glides like tender colours spreading 
)ursls forth in fountains from the earth 
t winds one torrent of broad Hzht, 
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Through the far valley with a hundred veins ; 
And now once more within that narrow coraer 
Masses itself into intensest splendour. 
And near us see sparks spring out of the ground, 
Like golden sand scattered upon the darkness ; 
The pinnacles of that black wall of mountains 
That hems us in are kindled. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bare, in faith ! 
Does not Sir Mammon gloriously illuminate 
His palace for this festival — it is 
A pleasure which you had not known before. 
I spy the boisterous guests already. 

FAUST. 

How 

The children of the wind rage in the air ! 

With what fierce strokes they fall upon my neck I 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Cling tightly to the old ribs of the crag. 
Beware ! for if with them thou warrest 
In their fierce flight towards the wilderness, 
Their breath will sweep thee into dust, and drag 
Thy body to a grave in the abyss. 

A cloud thickens the night. 
Hark ! how the tempest crashes through the forest ! 

The owls fly out in strange affright ; 
The columns of the evergreen palaces 

Are split and shattered , 



L 



FROM FACST. 

lols creak, and etretch, and groan ; 

ninously OTerthrown, 

unks are crushed and Bhaftered 

; fierce blast's uncooquerable stress. 

aoh other crack and crash they all 

ible and intertangled fsH ; 

irough the ruins of the shakeu mountain 

airs hiss and howl — 
)t the voice of the founlain, 

the wolf in his midnight prowl. 

Ost thou not hear ? 

Strange accents are ringing 
loft, afar, anear ; 

The witches are singing I 
he torrent of a raging wizard's song 
treams the whole mountain along. 



ble is yellow, the com is green, 

he Brocken the witches go ; 

Itty multitude here may be seen 

g, wizard and witch, below. 

n is sitting aloft in the air ; 

r slock 1 and hey over stone I 

itches and incubi, what shall l>e done? 

ho dare I tell it who dare \ 



ow-swine, whose farrows were nine, 

30 ridetb alone. 
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OHOKUS. 

Honour her to whom honour is due, 
Old mother Baubo, honour to you I 
An able sow with old Baubo upon her, 
Is worthy of glo^, and worthy of honour I 
The legion of witches is coming behind, 
Darkening the night and outspeeding the wind-— 

▲ YOIOB. 

Which way comest thou ? 

▲ YOIOB. 

Over Bsenstein ; 
The owl was awake in the white moon-shine ; 
I saw her at rest in her downy nest, 
And she stared at me with her broad bright eyne. 

TOIGBS. 

And you may now as well take your course on to 

Hell, 
Since»you ride by so fast on the headlong blast. 

▲ YOIOB. 

She dropt poison upon me as I past. 
Here are the wounds — 

CHORUS OF WITCHBS. 

Come away ! come along! 
The way is wide, the way is long, 
Bui what is that for a Bedlam throng ? 
Stick with the prong, and scratch with the broom. 



BCEKES raOU FAUST. 



the cradle lies strangled at home, 
:her ia clapping her baads. — 



We glide ii 
II awa^ ; 



a thousand eteps W stray. 



steps must a woman take, 

n but a single spring will make. 



IS, come with us, from Felunsee. 

icy would we fly through the upper 
led, we are 'nointed, stark nake4 are 
and oar pain are for ever in vain. 



still, the stars are fled, 
loly moon is dead ; 
otes, like spark on spark, 
stling through the dark. 
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Slay, oh stay I 



Out of the crannies of the rocks 
Who caUs ? 



Ob, let me joio your flocka I 
I, three hundred years have striven 
To catch your skirt and mount to Heaven, — 
And still in vain. Oh, might I be 
With comp&ny akin to me ! 



Some on a ram and some on a prong, 

On poles and on broomsticks we flutter along ; 

Fortora is the wight who can rise not to-night. 

X BALE-WllCH BEf.Ovr. 

I have been tripping this many an hour: 
,Aic ihe others already so far before? 
No quiet at home, and no peace abroad I 
And less methinks is found by the road. 



Come onward, away ! aroint thee, aroint ! 
A wiicJi to be stroftg must anoint — anoint — 
'ITien every trough will be boat enough ; [sk 
With a rag for a sail we can sweep through t 
Who flies not to-niglit, when means he to fly ? 



SCEMES FSOU FAUST. 
BOTH OBClBCBES, 

the skirt, and we strike on the grouod ; 
OB thicken around and around ; 
rms cover the heath all over. 

['Pies daeend. 



ging, dashing, raging, ruEtlingl 
ering, babbling, hissing, bustling! 
lering, spurting, stinking, burning 
ind earth were overturning. 
rue witch element about ua ; 
<n me, or we ehall be divided : — - 

VADBl {Jmm a diitatioi.) 
Here I 



What I 
t my autbority in the house, 
'oung Voland I Praj make way, good 
le. 

n me, doctor, and with one step 
>e from this unpleasant crowd : 
o mad for people of my sort, 
bines a peculiar kind of light- — 
ittracls me in those bushes. — Come 
we shall slip down there in a minute. 
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Spirit of Contradiction ! Well, lead on — 
'Twere a a wise feat indeed to wander out 
Into the Brocken upon May-daj night, 
And tlien to isolate oneself in scorn, 
Disgusted with the humours of the time. 



See yonder, round a many-eoloured flame 
A merry-club is huddled altogether: 
Even with guch little people as sit there 
One would not be alone. 



Would that I were 
Up yonder in the glow and whirling smoke 
Where the blind million rush impetuously 
To meet the evil ones ; there might I solve 
Many a riddle that torments me ! 

MEFH iaTOFHEI.ES. 

Tet 
Many a riddle there is tied anew 
Inextricably. Let the great world rage 1 
We will stay here safe in the quiet dwellings 
'Tis an old custom. Men have ever built 
Their own small world in the great world of 

I see young witches naked there, and old one 
Wisely attired with greater decency. 
Be guided now by me, and you shall buy 
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A pound of pleasure with a dram of trouble. 
I bear tbem tune their iastruments — one mnst 
Get used to this damned scrapiug. Come, I 'II 

id jou 

em ; and what there jou do and see, 
H>mpact 'twixt ua two shall be. 

lu now ? this space ie wide enough — 
you cannot see the end of it — 
i bonfires bum in rows, and they 
^ig around them seem innumerable : 
ind drinking, jabbering, making love, 
ng, are at work.' Now tell me, friend, 
lere better in the world than this ? 



idng us, do you assume 
icter of wizard or of devil? 




generally go about 
lacognito ; and yet one likes 
ne's orders upon gala days, 
ribbon at my knee i but here 
;he cloven foot is honourable, > 

snail there ? — she comes creeping up, 
her feeling eyes bath smelt out some- 
it, if I would, mask myself here. 
'11 go about from fire to fire : 
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I '11 be the pimp, and you shall be the lover. 

[To some old Women, who are sitting round a heap of 
glimmeiing coals. 

Old gentlewomen, what do you out here ? 
You ought to be with the young rioters 
Right in the thickest of the revelry — 
But every one is best content at home. 

OENEBAL. 

Who dare confide in right or a just claim ? 

So much as I had done for them ! and now— 
With women and the people 'tis the same, 

Youth will stand foremost ever, — age may go 
To the dark grave unhonoured. 

MINISTER. 

Now-a-days 
People assert their rights ; they go too far ; 

But, as for me, the good old times I praise. 
Then we were all in all ; 'twas something worth 

One's while to be in place and wear a star ; 
That was indeed the golden age on earth. 

PARVENU.* 

We too are active, and we did and do 

What we ought not, perhaps ; and yet we now 

Will seize, whilst all things are whirled round and 

round, 
A spoke of Fortune's wheel, and keep our ground. 

♦ A sought of fandholder. 
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Who now can taste a Irealise of deep sense 
And ponderoua volume ? 'Tis impertinence 

T !.^ ^(m( mjjjg „j]i rg^^ therefore will I 

16 the young and thoughtless people try. 

rOFfiBLKB. ( Who ai aaix appeari to have grown 
oerji old.) 

le people ripe for the last day, 
last ctune up to the wizard n 
my little caek runs turbid now, 
e world drained to the di«g8. 



Look here, 
ten i do not burr; on eo fast, 
9 the chance of a good pennyworth. 
L pack full of the choioest wares 
f sort, and yet in all my bundle 
Dg like what may be found on earth ; 
that in a moment will make rich 
id the world with fine malicious mis- 
ihief^ 

! no da^er drunk with blood ; no bowl 
hich coDBuming poison may be drained 
■cent and heahhy lips ; no jewel, 
ce of an abandoned maiden's shame ; 
I'd which cuts the bond it cannot loose, 
! the wearer's enemy in the back ; 



L- 
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MEPHISTOFHELE8. 

Gossip, you know little of these times. 
What has been, has been ; what is done, is past 
They shape themselves into the innovations 
They breed, and innovation drags us with it. 
The torrent of the crowd sweeps over us ; 
You think to impel, and are yourself impelled. 

FAUST. 

Who is that yonder ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Mark her welL It is 
Lilith. 

PAUST. 

Who? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Lilith> the first wife of Adam. 

Beware of her fair hair, for she excels 

All women in the magic of her locks. 

And when she winds them round a young man's 

neck, 
She will not ever set him free again. 

FAUST. 

There sit a girl and an old woman — ^they 
Seem to be tired with pleasure and with play. 

MSPHISTOPHBLBS. 

There is no rest to-night for any one : 
When one dance ends, another is begun ; 
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Come, let us to it. We shall have rare fun. 

[Faust danca and sings with a Girl, and MfPoiSTO- 
FHSUSS with an old Woman, 



PROCTO-PHANTA8MI8T 

What is this cursed multitude about ? 

Have we not long since proved to demonstration 

That ghosts move not on ordinary feet ! 

But these are dancing just like men and women. 

THE GISL. 

What does he want then at our ball ? 

FAUST. 

Oh! he 
Is &r above us all in his conceit : 
Whilst we enjoy, he reasons of enjoyment ; 
And any step which in our dance we tread, 
If it be left out of his reckoning, 
Is not to be considered as a step. 
There are few things that scandalize him not ; 
And, when you whirl round in the circle now. 
As he went round the wheel in his old mill, 
He says that you go wrong in all respects, 
Especially if you congratulate him • 
Upon the strength of the resemblance. 

FBOCTO-FHANTA8HI8T, 

Fly! 
Vanish ! Unheard-of impudence ! What, still there ! 
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US 



t-y. 






In this enlightened age too, since you have been 

Proved not to exist ! — But this infernal brood 

Will hear no reason and endure no rule. l 

Are we so wise, and is the pond still haunted ? 

How long have I been sweeping out this rubbish 

Of superstition, and the world will not 

Come clean with all my pains ! — it is a case 

Unheard of! 
;" •*■ THE antL. 

Then leave off teasing us so. 

PBOCTO-PHANTA8HI8T. 

I tell you spirits, to your faces now, 
That I should not regret this despotism 
Of spirits, but that mine can wield it not. 
To-night I shall make poor work of it, 
Yet I will take a round with you, and hope, 
Before my last step in the living dance. 
To beat the poet and the devil together. 

HEPHISTOPHELES. 

At last he will sit down in some foul puddle ; 
That is his way of solacing himself ; 
Until some leech, diverted with his gravity, 
Cures him of spirits and the spirit together. 

[To Faust, ivho has seceded from the dance. 
Why do you let that fair girl pass from you. 
Who sang so sweetly to you in the dance ? 

FAUST. 

A red mouse in the middle of her singing 
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m her mouth. 

HBPHlBTOFSBbBB. 

That was all right, rair friend : 
;h that the mouse was not gray, 
urb your hour of happiness 
consideration of such trifles. 



Seest thou not a. pale 
landing alone, far, far away ? 
lerself now forward with slow steps, 
aa if she moved with shackled feet : 
ercome the thought that she 
• Margaret 

HEPHISTOPSBLBS . 

Let it he — pass on— 
Q come of it — it is not well 
—it is an enchanted phantom, 
lol ; with its numbing look, 
p the blood of man ; and they 
its ^astly stare are turned to stone, 
who saw Medusa. 



S0£X£3 FBOM FAUST. 449 

VAU8T. 

0, too true I 
Her ejes are like the eyes of a fresh corpse 
Which no beloved hand has closed. Alas ! 
That is the breast which Margaret yielded to me — V 

Those are the lovely limbs which I enjoyed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELEB. 

It is all magic, poor deluded fool I 

She looks to every one like his first love. 

FAUBT. 

what delight ! what woe ! I cannot turn 
My looks from her sweet piteous countenance. 
How strangely does a single blood-red line, 
Not broader than the sharp edge of a knife, 
Adorn her lovely neck ! 

MEPHISTOPHELEB. 

Ay, she can carry 
Her head under her arm upon occasion ; 
Perseus has cut it off for her. These pleasures 
End in delusion. — Gain this rising ground, 
It is as airy here as in a [ 
And if I am not mightily deceived, 

1 see a theatre. — What may this mean ? 

, ATTENDANT. 

Quite a new piece, the last of seven, for 'tis 
The custom now to represent that number. 
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"OH KACST. 

ite, and 

are Dilettanti ; 

but I must vani 

i-lifter. 



